WILLIAM MASON, M. 4. © 


* 
* 


— 2 P 


1 O RK: 
PRINTED BY w. BLANCHARD : SOLD BY J. ROBSON, NEW 
BOND-STREET; T. CADELL, JUN. AND WW. DAVIES, 
STRAND; LONDON 3 AND J. TODD, AND 
w. TESSEYMAN, YORK, Fe 


— wk 
MDCCXCY11, | 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


; 'L ms volume conſiſts of a few occaſional Odes, &c. 
which the Author had before publiſhed ſeparately, but 
could not inſert in the laſt edition of his Poems in two 
volumes, 1796, without too much encreaſing their ſize ; 
to theſe are added ſuch as have ſtolen into the world 
ſurreptitiouſly, and others (chiefly juvenile compoſi- 
tions) that, he was aware, exiſted in MS. in the 
hands of different perſons. The latter, (as in this 
t raphical age, neſcit vex miſſa rewerti) he thought, 
when reviſed, it would be beſt to publiſh in his 
life-time, to prevent them from appearing in a leſs * 
correct manner after his death. With reſpect to ſome 
other pieces, and particularlx the two concluding 
Dramas, when he adds that they had ſeveral years ago 
met with the approbation of certain poetical and critical 
Friends of unqueſtioned judgement, many of them ſince 
dead, he hopes that their preſent publication will not 
be deemed to proceed from a blamable partiality. 
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ODE I. 
On Leaving St. FOHN's COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, 
1746. 


RANTA farewell! thy time- enobled ſhade 
No more muſt glimmer o'er my muſing head, 
Where waking dreams, of Fancy born, 
Around me floated eve and morn. 
I go—Yet, mindful of the charms I leave, 
Mem'ry ſhall oft their pleaſing portrait give; 
Shall teach th' ideal ſtream to flow 
Like gentle Camus, ſoft and flow ; 
Recall each antique ſpire, each cloyſter's gloom, 
And bid this vernal noon of life re-bloom. 
Ev'n if old Age, in Northern clime, 
Shower on my head the ſnows of Time, 
There till ſhall Gratitude her Tribute pay 
To him who firſt approv'd my infant lay * ; 
NOTE. 


It was by the advice of Dr. Powz.t, the Author's Tutor 
at St. John's College, that Muszvs was publiſhed, This Ode 
is now for the ficſt time printed from a correRed copy. 
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And fair to Recollection's eyes 

Shall PowELI's various Virtues riſe. 
See the bright train around their fav'rite throng * 
See Judgment lead meek Diffidence along, 

Diſdain at Error's ſhrine to bow, 
And Science, free from hypothetic pride, 
Proceed where ſage Experience deigns to guide. 

Such were the gueſts from Jove that came, 

Genius of Greece! to fix thy fame: 
Theſe wak' d the bold Socratic thought, and dreſt 
Its ſimple beauties in the ſplendid veſt 

Of Plato's dition : Theſe were ſeen / 

Full oft on Academic green ; 
Full oft where clear Iliſſus warbling ſtream'd; 
Bright o'er each Maſter of the Mind they beam'd, 

Inſpiring that preceptive art 

Which, while it charm'd, refin'd the heart, 
And with ſpontaneous eaſe, not pedant tail, 
Bade Fancy's roſes bloom in Reaſon's ſoil, 

The fane of Science then was hung 

With wreathes that on Parnaſſus ſprung ; 


© I-74 
And in that fane to his encircling youth - ; 
The Sage diſpens'd th' ambroſial food of Truth *, 
And mingled in the ſocial bowl 
Friendſhip, the nectar of the ſoul, 
Meanwhile accordant to the Dorian lyre, 
The moral Muſes jain'd the vocal choir, 

And Freedom dancing to the ſound - 
Mov'd in chaſte Order's graceful round. | 
Thus, Athens, were thy free-born Offspring train'd 

To act each Patriot part thy laws ordain'd ; 
Thus void of magiſterial awe, 
F.äach Youth in his Inſtructor ſaw 
Thoſe manners mild, unknown in modern ſchool, 
Which farm'd him by example more than rule; 
And felt that, varying but in name, 
The Friend and Maſter were the ſame. 


N OT E. 


* Alluding to the TTMHOTIA, particularly Xenophon's, 
reſpecting the moral ſongs of the Greeks. ——See Dr. Hurd's 
note on the 219th verſe of Horace's Art of Poctry, Vol. 1. 
P. 173, 46 edit. 
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ODE II. 
| On expecting to return to CAMBRIDGE, * 1747. 


| I. 1. 
HILE Commerce, riding on thy refluent tide, 
Impetuous HumBEr'! wafts her ſtores 
From Belgian or Norwegian ſhores, 
And ſpreads her countleſs fails from fide to fide ; 
While, from yon crouded ftrand, 
Thy genuine ſons the pinnace light unmoor, 
Break the white ſurge with many a ſparkling oar, 
To pilot the rich freight o'er each inſidious ſand ; 


I. 2. 
At diſtance here my alien footſteps ſtray, 
Oer this bleak plain unbleſt with ſhade, 
Imploring Fancy's willing aid 
To bear me from thy banks of ſordid clay: 
NOTE, 


® This is alſo for the firſt time printed. In the interval 
between the dates of the preceding Ode and of this, the Au- 
thor had been unexpectedly nominated by the Fellows of 
Pembroke Hall to a vacant Fellowſhip. See Memoirs of Mr. 
Gray, vol. 35. 70, edit. 1778. 
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Her barque the Fairy lends, 


With rainbow pennants deck'd, and cordage fine 
As the wan filkworm ſpins her golden twine, 


And, ere I ſeize the helm, the magic voyage ends, 


I. 3. | | a 


Lo, where peaceful Ca us glides ; 

Through his ozier-fringed vale, 1 
Sacred Leiſure there reſides 4 

Muſing in his cloyſter pale, 14 


Wrapt in a deep ſolemnity of ſhade, 
Again I view fair Learning's ſpiry ſeats, 
Again her ancient elms o'erhang my head, 
Again her votary Contemplation meets, \ | 
Again I liſten to Zolian lays, 
Or on thoſe bright heroic portraits gaze, 
That, to my raptur'd eye, the claſſic page diſplays. 


— 
0 - — 


| II. 1. 
Here, though from childhood to the Muſes known, 
The Lyric Queen her charms reveal'd ; 
Here, by ſuperior influence, held 
My ſoul enchain'd, and made me all her own, 
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Re-echo every plain! 
8 
While, from the chords ſhe tun'd, the ſilver voice 2 
* ne — — — — — r 3 
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Of heav*n-born Harmony proclaims the choice 
My youthful heart has made to all Aonia's train, 


j . 


| Here too each ſocial charm that moſt endears : 
i Sincerity with open eye, 
i And frolic Wit, and Humour fly, 
1 Sat ſweetly mix'd among my young compeers. 


When, o'er the ſober bowl, 
That but diſpell'd the mind's ſeverer gloom, 
And gave the budding thought its perfect bloom, 
Truth took its circling courſe and flow'd from ſoul to ſoul, 


H. 3. 
Hail ye friendly faithful Few ! 
All the ſtreams that Science pours, 
Ever pleaſing, ever new, 
| | | ; From her ample urn be yours. 
When, when ſhall I amid your train appear, | 
O when be number'd with your conſtant gueſts, 
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ODE E 


| When join your converſe, when applauding hear 
1 The mental muſic of accordant breaſts? 
G Till then, fair Fancy ! wake theſe favourite themes, 
L Still kindly ſhed theſe viſionary gleams, : 
ſe. Till ſuns autumnal riſe, and realize my dreams. 


= + Ay 
ODE II. 


For MUSIC. 


IRREGULAR. 


I, 
IERE all thy active fires diffuſe 
Thou genuine Britiſh Muſe; 
Hither deſcend from yonder orient ſky, 
Cloath'd in thy heav'n-woye robe of harmony. 
Come, imperial Queen of ſong ; 
Come with all that free-born grace 
Which lifts thee from the ſervile throng, 
Who meanly mimic thy majeſtic pace; 
That glance of dignity divine, 
Which ſpeaks thee of celeſtial line; 
Proclaims thee inmats of the ſky, 
Daughter of Jove and Liberty. 
NOT E. 


* This Ode was written at the requeſt of the Vice- 
Chancellor of Cambridge, ſet to Muſic by the late Dr. 
Boyce, and performed in the Senate-Houſe at Cambridge, 
July 1ſt, 1749, at the Inſtallation of his Grace Twomas 
HoLL1s, Duke of Neweaſtle, Chancellor of the Univerſity; 
it has fince appeared in ſome Miſcellaneous Collections of 


Poetry, and is therefore here inſerted. 
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II. | 
The elevated ſoul, that feels 
Thy awful impulſe, walks the fragrant ways 
Of honeft unpolluted praiſe: - 
He with impartial juſtice deals 
The blooming chaplets of immortal lays : 
He flies above ambition's low career; 
And thron'd in Truth's meridian ſphere, 
Thence, with a bold and heav'n-directed aim, 


— m. 
Goddeſs! thy piercing eye explores 


The fteep aſcent of pine-clad hills, 
The filver ſlope of falling rills; 
Catches each lively-coloured grace, 
The crimſon of the Wood-Nymph's face, 
The verdure of the velvet lawn 2 | 
'The purple of the Eaſtern dawn, 
And all the tints that, rang'd in vivid glow, 
Mark the bold ſweep of the celeſtial bow, 
555 IV. 
But loftier far her tuneful tranſports riſe, 
When all the moral beauties meet her eyes: 


Full on fair Virtue's ſhrine he pours the rays of Fame, 


The radiant range of Beauty's ſtores, " 


The 
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The facred zeal for Freedom's cauſe, - 
That fires the glowing Patriot's breaſt ; 
The honeſt pride that plumes the Hero's creſt, 
When for his country's aid the ſteel he draws ; 
Or that, the calm yet active heat, 
With which mild Genius warms the Sage's heart, 
To lift fair Science to a loſtier ſeat, 
Or ſtretch to ampler bounds the wide domain of art, 
Theſe, the beſt bloſſoms of the yirtyous mind, 
She culls with taſte xefin'd ; 
From their ambrofial bloom 
With bee-like {kill ſbe draws the rich perfume, 
And blends the ſweets they all convey 
In the ſoft balm of her melliftious lay, 
V. 
Is there a clime, in one collected beam 
Where charms like theſe their varied radiance ſtream ? 
Is there a plain, whoſe genial ſoil inhales | 
Glory's invigorating gales, 
Her brighteſt beams where Emulation ſpreads, 
Her kindlieſt dews where Science ſheds, 
Where ev'ry ſtream of Genius flows, 
Where ev'ry flow'r of Virtue glows ? 
Thither the Muſe exulting flies, 


There 


1 \#, Majeſtic GRANTA ! hail thy awful name, 
| Dear to the Muſe, to Liberty, to Fame, 


VI, 
You too, illuſtrious Train, the greets, 
| Who firſt in theſe inſpiring ſeats 
Caught that ztherial fire 
1 | That prompts you to aſpire 
. To deeds of civic note: Whether to ſhield 
1 From baſe chicane your country's laws; 
L | To pale Diſeaſe the bloom of health to yield; 
18 Or in Religion's hallow'd cauſe | 
Thoſe heavenly-temper'd arms to wield, 
That drive the foes of Faith indignant from the field, 


| VII, 

And now ſhe tunes her plauſive ſong 

To you her ſage domeſtic throng ; 

Who here, at Learning's richeſt ſhrine, 

Diſpenſe to each ingenuous youth 

The treaſures of immortal Truth, 

And open Wiſdom's golden mine. 
Each youth, inſpir'd by your perſuaſive art, 
Claſps the dear form of Virtue to his heart ; 


And 


[ i3 1 
And feels in his tranſported ſoul 
Enthuſiaſtic raptures roll, 
Gen'rous as thoſe the Sons of Cecrops caught 
In hoar Lycæum's ſhades from Plato's fire-clad thought 
O GRANTA ! on thy happy plain 74 
Still may theſe Attic glories reign: 
Still may'ſ thou keep thy wonted ſtate 
In unaffected grandeur great; 
Great as at this illuſtrious hour, 
When Hz, whom GzoaGz's well-weigh'd choice, 
And ALB1on's gen'ral voice 
Have lifted to the faireſt heights of pow'r, 
When He appears, and deigns to ſhine | 
The leader of thy learned line; 
And bids the verdure of thy olive bough 
Mid all his civic chaplets twine, 
And add freſh glories to his honour'd brow. 
Haſte then, and amply o'er his head 
| The graceful foliage ſpread. 
Meanwhile the Muſe ſhall ſnatch the trump of Fame, 
And lift her ſwelling accents high, 
To tell the world that PELHAM's name 
Is dear to Learning as to Liberty, 


ODE 


1 4 ] 
O D E IV. 
For MUSIC. 
IRREGULAR. 
I. 
O!] where incumbent o'er the ſhade 
Rome's rav'ning Eagle bows his beaked head! 
Yet, while a moment fate affords, 
While yet a moment Freedom ſtays, 
That moment, which outweighs 


Eternity's unmeafur'd hoards, 
Shall Mon - 5rateſul Bards employ 


— 


1 | 

AY | N To hym ii e Hero to the fy, 

1 

f % 

. Radiant Ruler o. 

| \ Pauſe upon thy une, 
„, . . 
| Bid this au ful N. C py 77 
4 
1 When the T-- —-- -* Caraftacus was altered 

2 | for theatrical Ren 5 2.555, this Dirge was added 


to be ſyag overt hein of the Lyrical 
caft the Author f ., aud i preſerve it in this 
preſent ſeries of ©. 3 3 

| Bind 
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Bind it on the brow of time; 
While Mona's trembling echoes figh 
Jo ftrains, that thrill when Heroes die. 


III. 
Hear our Harps, in accents ſlow, 
Breathe the dignity of woe, 
Solemn notes that pant and pauſe, 
While the laſt majeſtic cloſe 
In diapaſon deep is drown'd : 
Notes that Mona's Harps ſhould ſound. 


IV. 
See our tears in ſober ſhower, 


O'er this ſhrine of glory pour! 
Holy tears by virtue ſhed, 

That embalm the valiant dead ; 

In theſe our ſacred Song we ſteep : 
Tears that Mona's Bards ſhould weep. 


V. 
Radiant Ruler, hear us call 


Bleſſings on the Godlike youth, 
Who dar'd to fight, who dar'd to fall, 
For Britain, Freedom, and for Truth, 


5 OS. © OO ENT | oO OS > 2 2 


(40-1 
His dying groan, his parting ſigh 
Was Muſic for the Gods on high; 
*Twas Valour's Hymn to Liberty. 


VI. 
Ring out, ye mortal firings ! 
Anſwer, thou heav'nly Harp, inſtinct with ſpirit all, 
That o'er Andraſtesꝰ throne ſelf-warbling ſwings. 
There where ten thouſand Spheres, in meaſur'd chime, 
Roll their majeſtic melodies along, 
Thou guid'ſt the thundering ſong, 
Pois'd on thy jaſper arch ſublime. 
Yet ſhall thy heav'nly accents deign 
"I | To mingle with our mortal ſtrain, 
ll And Heav'n and Earth unite, in Chorus high, 
1 While Freedom wafts her Champion to the ky. 
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O D E. V. 


AJESTIC Pile! whoſe ample eye 
Surveys the rich variety | f 
Of azure hill, and verdant vale ; 4 
Say, will thy echoing towers return 
The fighs, that, bending o'er her urn, 
A Naiad heaves in yonder dale? 


The pitying Muſe, who hears her moan, 
Smooths into ſong each gurgling groan, 
And pleads the Nymph's and Nature's cauſe; 
In vain, ſhe cries, has ſimple Taſte g 
The pride of formal Art defac'd, 
Where late yon height of Terras roſe ; 


Has vainly bad the lawn decline, 
And wav'd the pathway's eaſy line 
Around the circuit of the grove, 


| N O T E. 
* Now for the firſt time printed. 
Var. III. | B , To 
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To catch, through every opening glade, 
That glimmering play of ſun and ſhade, 
Which Peace and Contemplation love. 


Beauty in vain approv'd the toil, 
And hail'd the Sovereign, of the Soil 
Her own and Fancy's favour'd friend ; 
For ſee, at this ill-omen'd hour, 
Baſe Art aſſumes his ancient power, 
And bids yon diſtant mound aſcend. 


See, too, his tyrant graſp to fill, 
In filence ſwells the penſive rill, 
That caroll'd ſweet the vale along: 
So ſwells the throbbing female breaſt, 
By wiles of faithleſs Swain oppreſs'd, 
When Love forbids to ſpeak her wrong, 


Tell me, chaſte Miſtreſs of the Wave 
If cer thy rills refus'd to lave 
The plain where now entrench'd they ſleep ? 
Would not thy ſtream, at Fancy's call, 
O'er crags ſhe lifted, fret, and fall, 
Through dells ſhe ſhaded, purl, and creep ? 


Yes, 


é 
Yes, thou wert ever fond and free, 
To pour thy tinkling melody, 
Sweet Pratler, o'er thy pebbled floor; 

Thy Siſters, hid in neighb'ring caves, 
Would bring their tributary waves, 

If genuine Taſte demanded more. 
Why then does yon clay barrier riſe? 
Behold, and weep, ye lowering ſkies! 

Ah rather join in vengeful ſhower: 
Hither your wat'ry phalanx lead, 
And, deeply deluging the mead, 

Burſt through the bound with Thunder's roar. 


So ſhall the Nymph, ſtill fond and free 
To pour her tinkling melody, 
Again her lucid charms diffuſe: 
No more ſhall mean mechanic {ill 
Dare to confine her liberal rill, 
Foe to the Naiad, and the Muſe. 
8 
B 2 ODE 
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ODE VL 


To the NAVAL OFFICERS of Grear-Britats, 


Fennvany 11, 1770. Ez 


E. 
ENCE to thy Hell! thou Fiend accurſt, 
Of Sin's inceſtuous brood, the worſt 
Whom to pale Death the ſpectre bore :+ 
DeTRracTtion hence! *tis Truth's command; 
She launches, from her ſeraph hand, 
The ſhaft that ſtrikes thee to th' infernal ſhore. 
Old ExcLand's Genius leads her on 
To vindicate his darling ſon, 
Whoſe fair and veteran fame 
Thy venom'd tongue had dar'd defile : | 
The Goddeſs comes, and all the iſle 
Feels the warm influence of her heav'nly flame. 


NOTE S8. 


73 | Written immediately after the Trial of Admiral Kzrrzz, 
| and then printed. 


| + Alluding to the well-known Allegory of Siu and DzaTu, 
But 


| in the ſecond Book of Paradiſe Loft. . 


* 


1 
Ln 
But chief in thoſe, their country's pride, 
Ordain'd, with ſteady helm, to guide 
The floating bulwarks of her reign, 
It glows with unremitting ray, 
Bright as the orb that gives the day; 
Corruption ſpreads her murky miſt in vain: 
To Virtue, Valour, Glory true, 
They keep their radiant prize in view 
Ambition's ſterling aim ; 
They know that titles, ſtars, and ftrings, 
Beſtow'd by Kings on ſlaves of Kings, 
Are light as air when weigh'd with honeſt fame. 


L 3. 
Hireling Courtiers, venal Peers 
View them with faſtidious frown, 
Yet the Muſe's ſmile is theirs, 
Theirs her amaranthine crown. 
Yes, gallant Train, . on your unſullied brows, 
She ſees the genuine Engliſh ſpirit ſhine, 
Warm from a heart where antient Honour gloys, 
That ſcorns to bend the knee at Intereſts ſhrine. 
Lo! at your Poet's call, 
| 7 3 To 
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To give prophetic fervor to his ſtrain, 
Forth from the mighty boſom of the main 
. A Giant Deity aſcends : 

Down his broad breaſt his hoary honours fall; 

He wields the trident of th* Atlantic vaſt ; 
An awful calm around his Pomp is caft, 

O'er many a league the glaſly ſleep extends. 
He ſpeaks; and diſtant Thunder, murmuring round, 
In long-drawn volley, rolls a ſymphony profound, 


, IT. 1. 
ve Thunders ceaſe ! the voice of Heav'n 

Enough p-oclaims the Terrors given 

To Me ne Spirit of the Deep; 
Tempeſts are mine ; from ſhore to ſhore 
I bid my billows when to roar, 

Mine the wild whirlwind's deſolating ſweep. 

But meek and placable I come 
To deprecate Britannia's doom, 

And ſnatch her from her fate ; 
Ev'n from herſelf I mean to ſave 
My ſiſter ſov'reign of the wave; 

A voice immortal never warns too late. 


= i 8 
- . . 
Queen of the Iſles ! with Empire cen d. 
Only to ſpread fair Freedom round, | 
Wide as my waves could waft thy name; 
Why did thy cold reluctant heart 
Refuſe that bleſſing to impart, 
Deaf to great Nature's univerſal claim? 
Why ruſh, through my indignant tide, 
Jo ſtain thy hands with parricide ? 
— Ah, anſwer not the ſtrain ! 
Thy waſted wealth, thy widow's ſighs, 
Thy half-repentant embaſſies 
Beſpeak thy cauſe unbleſt, thy councils vain, 


dr * 
Siſter ſov'reign of the wave! 
Turn from this ill-omen'd war: 
Turn to where the truly brave 
Will not bluſh thy wrath to bear; 
Swift on th' inſulting Gaul, thy native foe, 
For he is Freedom's, let that wrath be hurl'd; 
To his perfidious ports direct thy prow, 
Arm every bark, be every ſail unfarl'd ; 
Seize this triumphant hour, | 
T B 4 | When, 
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When, bright as gold from the refining flame, 
Flows the clear current of thy Keeyer's fame. 
Give to the Hero's full command 
Th' imperial Enfigns of thy naval power; 
So ſhall his own bold aufpices prevail, 
Nor Fraud's inſidious wiles, nor Envy pele 
Arreſt the force of his victorious band; 
The Gaul ſubdued, fraternal ſtrife ſhall ceaſe, 
And firm, on Freedom's baſe, be fixt an Empire's Peace. 
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Wa ſcattering from her ſeraph wings 
The heav'nly-tinctur'd dew 

Whence ev'ry earthly bleſſing ſprings, 

Fair Hor E o'er Albion flew, 
She heard from that ſuperb domain, 
Where Art has dar'd to fix his reign, 

Mid ſhaggy rocks, and mountains wild, 
A Female Vot'ry breathe her prayer. 
She clos'd her plumes, ſhe huſh'd the air, 
And thus replied in accents mild ; 9 


* What tender warblings to my ear, 
On zephyrs born, aſpire, 

To draw me from my ſapphire ſphere, 
Cha m'd by her magic lyre? 

come; ſhe wakes the willing ſtrings, 

With careleſs grace her hand ſhe flings 


; N O T R. 


2 Now firſt printed from an enlarged and eorrected Copy. 
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N The ſoft ſymphonious chords among ; 
Nor ever on the liſt'ning plain, | 
Since the ſweet Leſbian tun'd her ſtrain, 


[ Was heard a more melodious ſong, 
| . 


| « But why to Me, fair Syren, wake 
| The ſupplicating lay ? 


Is it in Horz's vain power to make 
| Thy gaiety more gay ? 
O rather bid me bear my balm 
Some ſable Captive's woe to calm, 7 
Who bows beneath Oppreſſion's weight; 
Or ſooth thoſe ſcorn'd, yet faithful Few 
(For much they need my lenient dew) 
That tremble for Britannia's fate, * 


| ce My mirror but reflects the gleam 

F Of diſtant happineſs ; 

| They ſcorn to court a flatt'ring dream, 
| Who preſent joy poſſeſs. 

| The feather'd Sov'reign of the Sky, 

| Who glories with undazzled eye ; 


® This marks the time when this Ode was written, viz. 
towards the coneluſion of the American War. 


To 


E 
To meet che Sun's meridian rays, 
gay, will he quit his radiant height, 
When floating in that ſea of light, 
To flutter in a meteor's blaze ? 


Art thou not She whom fav'ring Fate 
In all her ſplendor dreſt, 
To ſhew in how ſupreme a ſtate 
A Mortal might be bleſt ? 
Bade Beauty, Elegance, and Health, 
Patrician Birth, Patrician Wealth, 
Their bleſſings on her darling ſhed ; 
Bade Hymen of that generous race 
Who Freedom's faireſt annals grace 
Give to thy love th' illuſtrious head. 


*« Is there a boon to Mortals dear 
Her fondneſs has not lent, 
Ere I could whiſper in thy ear 
The bleſſing will be ſent ?? 
Obſequious have I e'er denied 
To wait attendant at thy fide, 
Prepar'd each ſhade of fear to chace, 


To 
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To antedate each coming joy, 
And ere the tranſient bliſs could eloy 
To bid a livelier take its place. 


«« Nay (bluſhing, I confeſs the truth) 

I've hover'd o'er thy head 
Ev'n when thy too compliant youth, 

By wayward Faſhion led, 

Has left the Muſes and thy Lyre, 
To mix in that tumultuous choir, 

Of purblind Chance the Vot'rys pale, 
Who round his midnight altars ſtand, 
And, as the glittering heaps expand, 

His power with unbleſt orgies hail, 


There Cunning lours, there Envy pines, 
There Avarice veils his face, 

Ev'n Beauty's eager eye reſigns 
Its mildly-melting grace ; 

There, as his lots the Dzmon throws, 

Each breaſt with expectation glows, - 
While heedleſs Thou of loſs or gain, 

See'ſt from thy hand that treaſure flown 

That might have huſh'd an Orphan's moan, 
Or ſmooth'd the rugged bed of Pain. 


4 OY * 
——_—_— . 7" 
a _—— * ves — 


« O then 


C 29 1 

O then I ſpread my wings to fly | 

Back to my ſapphire ſphere, 92550 
Reſoly'd to leave no ray to dry 

Thy morn's repentant tear; 
But when that bright atonement falla, 
The ſight my reſolution palls, 

I haſte the liquid gem to ſave. 
80 ſtill, fair Syren, ſhall my power 
Conſole thee through life's varying hour, 

Nor will I quit thee at the grave. 


O then may white-rob'd Faith appear, 
With glowing Charity, 
To ſpread with Mine their wings and bear 
Their Vot'ry to the ſky. 
Then mingling with our Seraph train, 
Thy lyre may wake a loftier ſtrain, 
Where Rapture hymns th' eternal Throne; 
Where to defire is to poſſeſs, 
No wiſh for more, no fear for leſs, 
Where Certainty.and L are one.” 
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O D E VIII.“ 
To the Honourable WILLIAM PITT. 


1782. 


My wv, Jr. EIorrgat 
OraTay Ppivas a, 
Mir agg rau wore dr werg pay, 


Mud rd dh. PIN DAR, Iſthm. Ode 2. 


„ 
"I May's meridian reign ; yet Euxus cold 
Forbids each ſhrinking thorn its leaves unfold, 
Or hang with ſilver buds her rural throne ; 
No primroſe ſhower from her green lap ſhe throws, + 
No daiſy, violet, or cowſlip blows, 


And FLokra weeps her fragrant offspring gone. 
Hoar froſt arreſts the genial dew ; 


To wake, to warble, and to woo 


| NOTES. 
* Printed ſeparately in May 1782. 


+ This expreſſion is taken from Mir rox's ſong on May 
Morning, to which this ſtanza in general alludes, and the 
ath verſe in the next. N 
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CR 
( No Linnet calls his drooping love: 
Shall then the Poet ftrike the lyre, 
When mute are all the feather'd quire, 
And Nature fails to warm the Syrens of the grove? . 


IE. 
He ſhall : for what the ſullen ſpring denies 
The orient beam of virtuous youth ſupplies z 
That moral dawn be his inſpiring flame. 
Beyond the dancing radiance of the Eaſt 
Thy Glory, Son of CHaTHam ! fires his breaſt, 
And, proud to celebrate thy vernal fame, 
Hark, from his lyre, the ſtrain aſcends, 
Which but to Freedom's fav'rite friends 
* That lyre diſdains to ſound. 
Hark and approve, as did thy Sire * 
The Lays which once with kindred fire 
His Muſe in Attic mood, made Mox a's oaks rebound. 


HI. 
Long ſilent ſince, ſave when, in Ereee's name, 
Detraction, murd”ring Britain's naval fame, 
| N OTE. 
* The Poem of CanAeracus was read in MS by the late 


Earl of CuaTuam, who honoured it with an approbation 
which the Author is here proud to record, 255 


Rous d 
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Rous'd into ſounds of ſcorn th' indignant ſtring. ® 
But now, repleniſh'd with a richer theme, 
The vaſe of Harmony ſhall pour its ſtream, 
| | Fann'd by free Fancy's rainbow- tinctur'd wing. 
[ Thy Country too ſhall hail the ſong, 
| Her echoing heart the notes prolong, 
1 While they alone with + envy ſigh, 


J Whoſe rancour to thy parent dead 

1 Aim'd, ere his funeral rites were paid, 

1 With vain vindictive rage to ſtarve his progeny. 
| EO From Earth and theſe the Muſe averts her view, 


| | | To meet in yonder ſea of Ether blue 

| A beam, to which the blaze of noon is pale ; 

| In purpling circles now the glory ſpreads, 

| | A hoſt of angels now unveil their heads, 

While Heav'n's own muſic triumphs on the gale. 
| Ah ſee, two white-rob'd Seraphs lead 

2 Thy Father's venerable ſhade ; | 


— I. 
- 


l NOTE S. 


® See Ode to the Navar Orricrrs of Great-Britain, 
titten 1779. : 


+ See the Motto from PIxDAx. 
| He 


le 


1 
He bends from yonder cloud of gold, 
While they, the miniſters of light, 
Bear from his breaſt a mantle bright, 
And with the Heav*n-wove robe thy youthful limbs enfold. 


V. 
« Receive this myſtic gift, my Son!“ he cries, 
« And, for ſo wills the Sov'reign of the Skies, 
« With this receive, at AL BIOx's anxious hour, 
« A double portion of my patriot zeal, 
« Active to ſpread the fire it dar'd to feel 
« Through raptur'd Senates, and with awful power 
ce From the full fountain of the tongue 
Jo roll the rapid tide along, | 
„ Fill a whole nation caught the flame. 
« So on thy Sire ſhall Heav'n beſtow 
« A blefling TuLLY fail'd to know, 
And redolent in thee diffuſe thy Father's fame. 


VL | 
Nor thou, ingenuous Boy! that Fame deſpiſe 
* Which lives and ſpreads abroad in Heay'n's pure eyes, 


Vox. III. C 8 The 


( 34 ] 
The laſt beſt energy of noble mind * ; 
Revere thy Father's ſhade ; like him diſdain 
„The tame, the timid, temporizing train, 
« Awake to ſelf, to ſocial intereſt blind: 
« Young as thou art, Occaſion calls, 
« Thy Country's ſcale or mounts or falls 
% As thou and thy compatriots ſtrive; 
« Scarce 1s the fatal moment paſt | 
That trembling Al Ro deem'd her laſt : 
O knit the union firm, and bid an Empire live. 


| VII. 
ec Proceed, and vindicate fair Freedom's claim, | 
« Give life, give ſtrength, give ſubſtance to her name ; 
« 'The legal Rights of Man with Fraud conteſt, 
« Yes, ſnatch them from Corruption”s baleful power, 
« Who dares, in Day's broad eye, thoſe Rights devour, 
While Prelates bow, and bleſs the Harpy feaſt. 
« If foil'd at firſt, reſume thy courſe, 
« Riſe ſtrengthen'd with Antzan force, 
«« So ſhall thy toil in conqueſt end. 


N OT E. 


ln alluſion to a fine and well-known paſſage in Milton's 
Lycidas. | * 


T. 
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« Let others doat on meaner things, 
« On broider'd Stars, and azure Strings, 


« To claim thy Sov'reign's love, be thou thy Country's 


« friend. 


VARIATION. 


* The concluding line in this Ode, when firſt printed, ran 
thus : TIER # 


Be thine the Muſe's wreath; be thou the People's Friend. 


But when it was recollected, that very ſoon after its publi- 
cation, a Perſon, too well known in the Politica] World, 
uſurped the name of Friend of the People, for no better reaſon 
than that of promoting his own ſucceſs in an Election Conteſt 
at Weſtminſter, it will not be wondered at, that the Author 
ſhould now chuſe to alter that conclufion. 


This he has done, not only on moral and prudential, but, 
he truſts, alſo on Conſtitutional Principles; as he firmly 


believes, that no Engliſhman will zow (he writes at the con- 


clufion of the year 1795) honour that Perſon with ſuch an Ap- 
pellation, except the very ſew, who think the People of 
England and an Engliſh Mob, ſynonimous terms, 
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O DE IX. 


SECULAR. 


Nov gur the Fifth, MDCCLXXXVIII. 


I. 

T is not Age, creative Fancy's foe, 
Foe to the finer feelings of the ſoul, 
Shall dare forbid the lyric rapture flow : : 

Scorning its chill controul, 
He, at the vernal morn of youth, 
Who breath'd, to Liberty and Truth, 
Freſh incenſe from his votive lyre, 
In life's autumnal eve, again 
Shall, at their ſhrine, reſume the train, 
And ſweep the veteran chords with renovated fire, 


II. 
Warm to his own, and to his country's breaſt, 
Twice fifty brilliant years the theme have borne, 
And each, through all its varying e. bleſt 
By that auſpicious morn, 


| N O T E. 
* Firſt publiſhed on the day of its date. 


—— — 


{#4 
Which gilding Nass av's patriot prow, . 
Gave Britain's anxious eye to know 


The ſource whence now her bleſſings ſpring ; 
She ſaw him from that prow deſcend, 
And, in the Hero, hail'd the Friend ; 
A name, when Britain ſpeaks, that digniſies her Kinc. 
7 I. 
In ſolemn ſtate ſne led him to the throne 
Whence bigot zeal and lawleſs power had fled, 
Where juſtice fix'd the abdicated crown 
On his victorious head. 
Was there an angel in the ſky, 
That glow'd not with celeſtial joy, 
When Freedom, in her native charms, 
Deſcended from her throne of light, 
On eagle plumes, to bleſs the rite, 
Recall'd by Britain's voice, reſior'd by Nass au's arms. 


IV. 
| Siace then, triumphant on the car of time, 
The ſiſter years in gradual train have roll'd, 
And ſeen the Goddeſs from her ſphere ſublime, 
The ſacred page unfold, 
| * Inſcrib'd 
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Inſcrib'd by Her's and Nass A u's hands, 
On which the hallow'd charter ſtands, 
That bids Britannia's ſons be free; 
And, as they paſs'd, each white-rob'd year 
Has ſung to her reſponſive ſphere, 
Hail to the charter'd rights of Britiſh Liberty! 


V. 
Still louder lift the ſoul-expanding ſtrain, 
Ye future years! while, from her ſtarry throne 
Again ſhe comes to magnify her reign, 
And make the world her own. 
Her fire een France preſumes to feel, 
And half unſheaths the patriot ſteel, 
Enough the monarch to diſmay, 
Whoe'er, with rebel pride, withdraws 
His own allegiance from the laws 
That guard the people's rights, that rein the ſovereign's 
ſway. 
VI. 
Hark ! how from either India's ſultry bound, 
From regions girded by the burning zone, 
Her all-attentive ear, with figh profound 
Has heard the captive moan : 


. 
Has heard, and ardent in the cauſe 
Of all, that free by Nature's laws, 
The avarice of her ſons enthralls; 
She comes, by Truth and Mercy led, 
And, bending her benignant head, 
Thus on the ſeraph pair in ſuppliant ſtrain ſhe calls: 


Fo 
4 
. 
: 


VII. 
« Long have I lent to my Britannia's hands 
That trident which controuls the willing ſea, 
And bade her circulate to diſtant lands 
_ Each bliſs deriv'd from me. 
Shall then her Commerce ſpread the fail, 
For gain accurs'd, and court the gale, 

Her throne, her Sov'reign to diſgrace ; 
Daring (what will not Commerce dare !) 
Beyond the ruthleſs waſte of war, 

To deal deſtruction round, and thin the human race? 


VIII. 
*« Proclaim it not before th* eternal throne 
Of Him, the Sire of univerſal love ; 
But wait till all my ſons your influence own, 
Ye envoys from above | 
C4 O wait, 
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O wait, at this precarious hour, 
When in the pendent ſcale of power 
My rights and Nature's trembling lie ; 
Do thou, ſweet Mercy! touch the beam, 
Till lightly, as the feather'd dream, 
Aſcends the earthly droſs of ſelfiſh policy. 


; «> 
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ce Do thou, fair Truth! as did thy Maſter mild, : - 


Who, fill'd with all the power of godhead, came 3 
To purify the ſouls, by guilt defil'd, 3 
With Faith's celeſtial flame ; 5 
Tell them, 'tis Heaven's benign decree 5 
That all, of Chriſtian liberty | by 
The peace-infpiring gale ſhould breathe, 
May then that nation hope to claim 4 
The glory of the Chriſtian name, l 2 
That loads fraternal tribes with bondage worſe than death? 
Tell them, they vainly grace, with feſtive joy, 1 
The day that free'd them from Oppreſſion's rod, ; 
At Slavery's mart who barter and who buy 
The image of their Gon. 


But 
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But peace their conſcience feels the wrong; 
From Britain's congregated tongue, 
Repentant breaks the choral lay, 
« Not anto us, indulgent Heav'n, 
« In partial ſtream be Freedom given, 
« But pour her treaſures wide, and guard with legal ſway p 
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O D E X. 
?P AL INOD 1 4. 


I. 1. 
g did I err, chaſte Liberty! 
When warm with youthful fire, 

I gave the vernal fruits to thee 

That ripen'd on my Lyre? 
When, round thy twin-born Siſters + ſhrine, 
J taught the flowers of Verſe to twine 

And blend in one their freſh perfume ; 
Forbade them, vagrant and disjoin'd, 


To give to ev'ry wanton wind 
Their fragrance and their bloom ? 


I. 2. 
Or did I err, when, free to chuſe 
Mid fabling Fancy's themes, 
I led my voluntary Muſe 
To groves and haunted ftreams ; 


NOTE 8s. 
Written in March, 1794, and now firſt printed. 
+ ladependency, ſce Ode, vol. I, p. 29. 


Diſdain'd 
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Diſdain'd to take that gainful road, 

Which many a courtly Bard had trod, 
And aim'd but at ſelf- planted bays ? 

I ſwept my Lyre, enough for me, 

If what that Lyre might warble free 
My free-born friends might praiſe. 


I. 3. 
And art thou mute ? or does the Fiend that rides 
Yon ſulphurous Tube, by Tigers drawn, 
Where ſeas of blood roll their increaſing tides 
Beneath his wheels while myriads groan, 
Does he with voice of thunder make reply: 
I am the Genius of ſtern Liberty, 
« Adore me as thy genuine choice ; 
«Know, where I hang with wreaths my facred Tree, 
« Power undivided, juſt Equality 


“Are born at my creative voice ? 


II. 1 
Avaunt, abhorr'd Democracy ! 
O for Ithuriel's ſpear ! 
To ſhew to Party's jaundic'd Eye 
The Fiend ſhe moſt ſhould fear, 
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To turn her from th' infernal ſight 
To where array'd in robes of Light 

True Liberty on Seraph wing 
Deſcends to ſhed that Bleſſing rare, 

Of equal Rights an equal ſhare 

To People, Peers, and King.“ 

II. 2. 
To Her alone I rais'd my ſtrain, 

On her centennial Day, 

Fearleſs that Age ſhould chill the vein 

She nouriſh'd with her ray. 

And what, if glowing at the Theme, 
Humanity in vivid dream, 

Gave to my mind impatient Gaul 
(Ah! flattering Dream, diſmiſs'd by fate 
Too quickly thro? the Ivory Gate) 

Freed from deſpotic Thrall? 

| | 5 
When Ruin, heaving his gigantic Mace, 

(Call'd to the deed by Reaſon's voice,) 
Cruſh'd, proud Baſtile ! thy turrets to their baſe, 

Was it not Virtue to rejoice ? | | 

N OT E. 


See Engliſh Garden, Book 4, v. 685, &c. 
That 
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That Power alone, whoſe all combining Eye 
Beholds, what he ordains, Futurity ? 
Could that tremendous Truth reveal, 
That, ere fix Suns had round the Zodiac roll'd 
Their beams, aſtoniſhed Europe ſhould behold 
All Gallia, one immenſe Baftile ? - 
III. 1. 
Is it not Virtue to repine 
When thus transform'd the Scene? 
« Ah! no,” replied, in ſtrain divine, 
The heav'n- deſcending Queen. 
And, as ſhe ſung, ſhe ſhot a ray, 
Mild as the orient dawn of May, 
Enlight'ning while it calm'd my brain : 
« Now purg'd, my Son ! from Error, own 


"In. ICIS FREY 


« My bleflings ne'er were meant to crown 
The Vicious, or the Vain, 
| III. 2. 
« Tis only thoſe, of purer clay + 
From ſenſual droſs refin'd, 


NOTE S. 


There were in the priſons of Paris alone, when this was 
written, above 6000 priſoners. 
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+ Cui meliore Luto finxit præcordia Titan. 80 Mikron in 
his 12th Sonnet, ſpeaking of — ſays, © But who loves 
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In whom the Paſſions pleas'd obey 
« The God within the mind, - 
*« Who ſhare my delegated aid, 
« 'Thro* Wiſdom's golden mean convey'd 
From the firſt ſource of Sov'reign Good: 
«« All elſe to horrid licence tends, 
«« Springs from vindictive Pride, and ends 
« In Anarchy and Blood. 
III. z. 
« Had France poſſeſt a ſober patriot band, 
« True to their own, and nation's weal, 
« Such as fair ALB10n bleſt thy favor'd Land, 
«© When Nass Au came thy rights to ſeal ; 
She might—but why compare ſuch wide extreams, 
« Why ſeek for Reaſon in delirious dreams ? 
Rather conſign to Exile and to Shame 
* Her coward Princes, her luxurious Peers, 
« Who fed the hell-born Hydra with their fears, 
That now uſurps my hallow'd Name. 


N O T E. 


* Mr. Pope uſes this Platonic Phraſe for Conſcience.— 
Sce Eflay on Man, Ep. 2, p. 204, with Warburton's note upon 
it, where the learned Critic ſays juſtly that it admits a double 
meaning.—l1t is in its latter Practical, or rather Chriſtian 


Senſe, that I here employ it, to convey the important Truth 
delivered by St. Paul, where the Spirit of the Lord is, 


© there is Liberty,” 
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Addreſed ts Miſs PELHAM on the DEATH of her 


FATHER®, 


EIGN, mournful Maid, while o'er yon ſacred Bier 
Thy ſtreaming Eyes with duteous Sorrows flow; 
Deign, mournful Maid, to lend a lif ning ear 
To ſtrains, that ſwell with ſympathetie woe. 


N © T E. 


* He died Match 6th, 1734. This Poem was preſented to 
her ſoon after. At the very beginning of that_ month the 
Lady had been with a ſelect Party at a fmall Villa in Chiſ- 
wick, then rented by the Earl of Hortpezanesse. The Author 
was, at the time, adviſed by ſeveral of his Friends, to publiſh 
it; but an Ode, written by Mr. Garrick on the ſame ſubject 
(ſee Dodfley's Miſcellany, vol. 4. page 198.) had got the ſtart of 
him. He therefore retained it in manuſcript, being by this 
time ſufficiently apprized, that a Poem, whoſe merit reſted 
chiefly on Pictureſque Imagery, and what is termed pure (or 
mere) Poetry was not calculated to vie, in point of popu- 
larity, with what was written in a plainer and leſs figurative 


mode, and conveyed in a more familiar ſtyle and ſtanza. 
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( 50 ] 
Attend that Muſe, who late in happier hour 
Heard thy ſoft voice its tuneful pow'rs employ, 
Where D'Arcy call'd to Chiſwick's ſocial bower 
Mild mirth, and poliſh'd eaſe, and decent joy. 
How did bleak Winter ſmooth his rugged frown ! 
What genial Zephyrs fan'd each budding ſpray } 
How glow'd the Sun, as if in haſte to crown 
The ſallen brows of March with wreaths of May! 
Ah! did we think, while on thy warbling train 
Our rapt attention hung with mute delight, 
That fell diſeaſe, that agonizing pain, | 
That Death then ſail'd upon the wings of night, 
To ſtrike that ftroke, which not thy breaſt alone, 
But ev'ry Briton's honeſt heart muſt rend, 
At which a Nation's tears muſt join thy own, 
And, whilſt you wept a Father, weep a Friend? 
Yet ſuch th? irrevocable doom of Jove. 
Let then that Muſe, who ſhar'd thy happier hour, 
Now lead thee penſive to the Cypreſs Grove, 
Where Panſies ſpring, and each funercal flower. 
There, while thy tender hand, his Grave to ſtrew, 
The modeſt Snow-drop's vernal ſilver bears, 


The Violet fad of pallid purple hue, 


The Crocus gliſt'ning with the morn's firſt tears; 
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My bolder arm ſhall crop the Laureat ſnade; 
By me the Olive and the Palm be borne, - 
And from the Britiſh Oak's majeſtic head 
A civic wreath for his illaſtrious Urn. 
But ſee! while in the ſolemn taſk we join, 
Soft gleams of luſtre tremble through the _ 
And ſacred airs of minſtrelſy divine 
Are harp'd around, and flutt'ring pinions move. 
Ah, hark ! a voice, to which the vocal rill, 
The Lark's extatic harmony is rude ; 
Diſtant it ſwells with many a holy trill, 
Now breaks wide warbling from yon orient cloud ! 
« Riſe, Patriot Shade, on Seraph wing upborn ! 
„ Behold we waft thee to the Realms of reſt ! 
« Glory is thine, and Heav'n's eternal morn ; 
 « Aſcend and ſhare thy bleſſings with the bleſt. 
« Whoe'er on Earth, with conſcious honor dar'd 
Beyond the flight of theſe inglorious days, 
Lords of themſelves, here find their bright reward; 
« And theſe ſhall crown thee with congenial rays. 
** Whoc'er, thro? private life's domeſtic ſcene, 
« Taught ſocial Love to ſpread its chearful reign, 
Friends of mankind, here bathe in joys ſerene, 
And theſe ſhall bail thee mid their gentle train. 
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tc The few, who bright with Public Virtue ſhone, 
„% Who ſhot the beams of Peace from Land to Land, 
cc Fathers of Countries, round the Sapphire Throne 
« Shall bow, and welcome PELHAM to their band. 5 
5 Riſe Patriot Shade ! on Seraph wing upborn, 
«« Behold we waft thee to the realms of reſt ! 
“% Glory is thine, and Heav'n's eternal morn; 
« Aſcend and ſhare thy Bleflings with the bleft lu 
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E L E G Y u. 


Priten in 4 CHURCH-YARD in Sourn Warze, 


1787.0 


OM fouthern Cambria's richly-varied clime, 
Where Grace and Grandeur ſhare an equal reign; 
Where cliffs o'erhung with ſhade, and hills ſublime 
Of mountain lineage ſweep into the main; 
From bays, where Commerce furls her wearled fails, 
Proud to have dar'd the dangers of the deep, 
And floats at anchor'd eaſe inclos'd by vales, 
To Ocean's verge where ſtray the vent'rous ſheep :; 
From brilliant ſcenes like thefe I turn my eye; 
And, le! a folemn circle meets its view, 


NOT E. 

* Acuſtom is prevalent with the Peaſants in that part of the | 
Country of planting field flowers and ſweet herbs on the | 4 
graves of their relations and friends ; a pleafing ſpecimen of ; | 
this which the Authar ſaw when he was paying a viſit to Lord 

 Veanon at Breton Ferry, Glamorganſhire, in the ſummer of 
| the year, 1787, accaſioned him to write this Elegy 3 - now for 


the bi time publiſhed, | 
25 3 Wert 


L 54 ] 7 

Wall'd to protect inhum'd Mortality, | 1 . | 

And ſhaded cloſe with poplar and with yew. 4 
Deep in that dell the humble Fane appears, 


Whence Prayers if humble beſt to Heaven aſpire; 
No Tower embattled, no proud ſpire it rears, 

A moſs-grown croſlet decks its lowly choir, '* 
And round that Fane the Sons of Toil repoſe, Nj 

Who drove the plough-ſhare, or the fail who ſpread; Þ 
With Wives, with Children, all in meaſur'd rows, 

Two whiten'd flint ſtones mark the feet and head. 
While theſe between full many a fimple flow'r, 

Panſy, and Pink, with languid beauty ſmile ; 
The Primroſe opening at the twilight hour, 
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And velvet tufts of fragrant Chamomile. 
For, more intent the ſmell than ſight to pleaſe, 
Surviving Love ſelects its vernal race; 
Plants that with early perfume feed the breeze 
May beſt each dank and noxious vapour chaſe, 
The flaunting Tulip, the Carnation gay, 
Turnſole, and Piony, and all the train 
That love to glitter in the noontide ray, 
Ill ſuit the copſe where Death and Silence reign. 
Not but perchance, to deck ſome Virgin's tomb, 
Where Violets ſweet their twofold purple ſpread, 
Some 


= 11 4 
2 Some Roſe of maiden bluſh may faintly bloom, | ; 5 7 
J Or with'ring hang its emblematic head. .S 


Theſe to renew, with more than annual care yY 
That wakeful Love with penſive ſtep will go; BY. 
The hand that lifts the dibble ſhakes with fear | 
Left haply it diſturb the Friend below, | 
Vain Fear! for never ſhall Diſturber come ; 
Potent enough to wake ſuch ſleep profound, | 
8 Till the dread Herald to the Day of Doom | 4 4 
8 Pours from his Trump the world-diſſolving ſound. 14 
2 Vain Fear! yet who that boaſts a heart to feel, | q 
An eye to pity, would that fear reprove ? | 
They only who are curſt with breaſts of ſteel Ml 
Can mock the foibles of ſurviving love. / BM 
Thoſe foibles far beyond cold Reaſon's claim | | | 
Have power the ſocial Charities to ſpread; | | 
They feed, ſweet Tenderneſs | thy lambent flame, 
Which, while it warms the heart, improves the head, 
Its chemic aid a gradual heat applies 
That from the droſs of ſelf each with refines, 
Extracts the liberal ſpirit, bids it rife 
Till with primeval purity it ſhines. 
Take then, poor Peaſants, from the friend of GRAT 
His humbler Praiſe; for Grar or ſail'd to fre, 
— 8 
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Or ſaw unnotic'd, what had wak'd a lay 
Rich in the pathos of true poeſy. 
Yes, had he pac'd this church-way path along, 
Or lean'd like me againſt this Ivied wall, 
| | How ſadly ſweet had flow'd his Dorian Song, 
| Then ſweeteſt when it flow'd at Nature's call, 
Like Tadmor's King, his comprehenſive mind 
Each plant's-peculiar character could ſeize ; 
And hence his moralizing * Muſe had join'd, - 
To all theſe flow'rs, a thouſand fimilies, | 
But He alas! in diſtant village-grave © 
Has mix'd with dear maternal duſt his own 
Ev's' now the pang, which parting Prien@ſhip gave, 
Thrills at my heart, and tells me he is gone. 
Take then from me the penſive ſtrain that flows 
Congenial to this conſecrated gloom; 
Where all that meets my eye ſome ſymbol ſhows 
Of grief, like mine, that lives beyond the tomb, 


LS | N 0 T E. 
* This Epithet i is uſed to call to the Reader's recolleQion 
a paſſage i in Shakeſpear, deſcriptive of a Character to which 
in its beſt parts Mr. Gray's was not diſſimilar, 
Duke Sen. But what ſaid Jaques? 
Did he not moralize this SpeRacle ? 
- Firfl Lord. O Jes, into a thouſand Similics, 
As you like it. Act 2. Scene J. 
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Shows me that you, though doom'd the livelong year 


For ſcanty food the toiling arm to ply, 
Can ſmite your breafts, and find an mmate there 
To heave, when Mem'ry bids, the ready figh. 
Still nurſe that beſt of inmates, gentle ſwains ! 
Still act as heartfelt ſympathy inſpires ; 
The tafte, which Birth from Education gains, 
; Serves but to chill Affection's native fires. 
To you mare knowledge than what ſhields from vice 
Were but a gift would multiply your cares; 
Of matter and of mind let Reaſoners nice 
Diſpute ; be Patience yours, Preſumption theirs. 
You know (what more can earthly Science know?) 
That all muſt die; by Revelation's ray | 
Illam'd, you truſt the Aſhes placed below / 
Theſe flow'ry tufts, ſhall riſe again to Day. 
What if you deem, by hoar tradition led, 
To you perchance devoly'd from Druids old, 
That parted Souls at ſolemn ſeaſons tread bk 
The circles that their ſhrines of clay enfold ? 
What if you deem they ſome fad pleaſure take 
Theſe poor memorials of your love to view, 
And ſcent the perfume for the planter's ſake, 
That breathes from vulgar Roſemary and Rue ? 


Unfeeling 


* py 
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Unfeeling Wit may ſcorn, and Pride may frown ; 
Yet Fancy, empreſs of the realms of ſong, 
Shall bleſs the decent mode, and Reaſon own | 
It may be right for who can prove it wrong ? ® 2 
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* Although I run the riſque of ſome imputed vanity, 1 
am induced to add here, the opinion of a too partial Friend 
concerning the foregoing Poem; but ſhall only extract from 
the written paper which he gave me, the part that points 
out the ſpecific differences which occurred to him when he 
compared it with another of a very ſimilar title. And this 
Ido merely to obviate a prejudice which ſome readers might 
take to it, as ſuppoſing from the title and ſubject that I wrote 
it to. emulate what I am as ready to own as they are is 


inimitable. * Your Elegy (ſays this Gentleman) as it relates to 
© particular and local cuſtom in South Wales, muſt of Ma 


* courſe little reſemble Mr. Gray's, which is purely of 
* a general kind. He laments the departed Peaſants ; 
* you compaſſionate thoſe that lament them: He places 2 
* their ſormer occupations in an honourable light ; you view, 3 
jn an amiable one, the weakneſs of their ſurviving Friends: 
* In the former Elegy we find the Dead conſidered with 
& refpect to what their poſhble ſituation while living might 
* have been, with all the advantages of knowledge; in the 
latter the living are endeavoured to be onſoled for the 
want of it. In the general Church-yard of the one, Con- 
* templation is more widely extended; in the other particular 
one, Concern is more nearly impreſſed. His verſes inſpire 
* ſolemnity which awes and arreſts the mind; your's breathe 
* a tenderneſs which ſoftens and attracts the heart: There 
* are ſtanzas in Gray's Elegy of what, I venture to call, 
* fublime melancholy; in your's of extreme ſenſibility.— 
© It is a curious circumſtance that the Writer of the formcr 


* ſhould be introduced into both theſe Elegies, but certainly, 
* as 
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« az reality is ſuperior to fiction, in a more pathetic manner 
« in the latter. The locality of your ſcene enabled you to 
« open with a pictureſque deſcription, which, beſides contraſt- 
« ing ſtrongly with the place of interment, is copied from 
« nature, and animated with expreſſion.” —1 will add that it 
was not ſo much for the ſake of this kind of contraſt that 
I gave the Elegy ſuch an exordium, as to make it appear a 


day ſcene and as ſuch to contraſt it with the twilight ſcene of 
my excellent Friend's Elegy. 


SONNETS. 
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SONNET I.“ 


Sent to a YOUNG LADY with DovsLEY's 


M1SCELLANIES. 


| HILE Age and Avarice, with malignant eye, 
Forbid gay Hymen rob'd in ſaffron train, 
With glitt' ring torch to lead thee to the fane, 
Where Love awaits to bind the nuptial tye ; 
To ſooth thy cares a group of Muſes fly, 
Warbling from varied Lyres a varied ftrain. 


& 


Verſe has an opiate charm for am*rous pain, 


And ſpells, like magic, lurk in minſtrelſy. 
With theſe conjoin'd accept this friendly lay, 
Which truth inſpires, and pure affection warms, 
y From Him, who ſaw thy infant bloom diſplay 
3 What now, in full maturity of charms, 
ö | Expands, to crown the long- expected day 
W That yields thoſe beauties to a Huſband's arms. 


* 
5 
5 
* 
1 
* 


NOTE, 
2 Written in the year 1748, and now firſt printed. 
SONNET 
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SONNET II. 


Prejented to a FRIEND on the Morning of his 


MARRIAGE; 


\ TO, thou reſplendent Sun ! thy orient ray 
Shall not in ſilence to its height aſcend ; 
Thou com'ft, thus rob'd in luſtre, to attend 
On ſocial Ba NAL + this auſpicious day, 
When Youth, Wealth, Innocence, and Beauty gay 
Prepare to crown the virtues of my Friend. 
Patron of Light and Verſe ! thyſelf ſhall lend 
A beam of Inſpiration to my Lay, | 
Which, while it ſings the merits of his mind 


| Where true Benevolence ſtill ative glows, 


And native ſenſe with ſterling Science join'd, 


And Honor firm alike to words and vows, 


Proclaims, that in her choice His Bride ſhall find 
Through life, the Friend, the Lover, and the Spouſe, 
* 
NOTE 5s. 


Written in London, 1752, and now firſt printed. 
{| Joun Bacnar, Eſq; then a Student in the Temple. 
| SONNET 


C,65 J 
SONNET III. 


- AUGUST 73. 


BY A H! why,” cries Prudence, © turn thy wayward feet 
« From ſcenes congenial to each ſpruce Divine ? 
W « See, how they flutter round Preferment's ſhrine = 
Wich ſcarfe ſo ruſtling, and with band ſo neat! 

„ Bleſt with fuch Brethren and their converſe ſweet, 
(linke them politely pray, devoutly dine.“ 

WY Pardon me, Dame; for Competence benign 

3 Heav'n-ſent at laſt) now favours my retreat, 

3 Leads me to where Content ſedately gay, 

Wer favorite ſiſter, my free ſtep attends : 

Hark! the repeats the Pontic Exile's lay. e 

i ids me enjoy the boon, kind Fortune lends, 

= of Envy void, while Time ſlides ſoft away, 

nd from my Equals only cull my Friends. 2 
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NOTE 


Vive fine Invidil, molleſq; inglorius annos 
Exige, amicitias et tibi junge Parcs, 
| Ovid Triſt. Lib. 3. Eleg. 4. P. 42. 
*** SONNET 
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SONNET IV. 


25 the Right Reverend the Biſhop of LICHFIELD «i 
COVENTRY, prefixed te ib Dramatic Porn of Ca 
RACTACUS, when altered for ”nge Repreſentation. 


wt! quid Ma 5:43 A oe The erg nd F 
Ort ler Ho &D a ſmile of candour lend 755 


To Scenes, that dar 4 o1 on Grecian pinions toy” r, 
When, in low Thurcaſton- $ ſequeſter d bower, “ 
He prais d the ſtrain, | becauſe he lov'd the fend > 
There golden, Leiſure did h his ſteps attend, 3 
Nor had the rare, yet well-weigh'd, call of Power 
To thoſe high cares decreed his watchful hour, 
On which fair Albion's future hopes depend. f. 


A Fate. unlopk'd-for waits my friend and me; 


He pays to Duty what was Learning's claim, . 


Reſigning claſſic eaſe for dignitʒ , |, 
I yield my Muſe. to Faſhion's praiſe « or blame: 951 ( 
Yet ſtill our hearts in this great truth agree, 1 
That Peace alone is bliſs, and Virtue fame. 
ASTON, Nov. 12, 1776. 
| 1 
* See the condi of the gd Elegy. page 54a the Firk 4 
Volume of theſe Poems... * 24145 go gh 2 nt” 


+ He was then Preceptor to the Prince * wats and the 
Duke of Tork. L 
SONNET 
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HEN Genius firſt on Attic walls Aif play's 

6 His imitative powers, four ſimple hues 

S Were all that g great Apelles deign'd to uſe :* 

With the e combin'd i bp each eye Coney d, 

By magic force of colourin g light and ſhade, * 

His miracles of Grate; Chile & every "Mais 
Attun'd her lyre, impatient to diffuſe ' 

His fame in vivid verſe, that ſcorns to fade: 
Theſe then, ingenuous Boy, alone prepare: 
From theſe all nature's tints arrange with care ; 

With theſe produce each ſhadow, light, aud line, 
And, while they all thy mix'd attention ſhire,” 

Chaſtely to paint, correctly to defign, | 

Deem but one art, and let that art be thine. 


ESSE 
* 


N oT 2. 
* Bee Plinii Nat. Hiſt. I, 35. cap. 15. the pigments he 


enumerat es were Black, White, Yellow, and Red, as appears 
from the following paſſage © Quatnor coloribus ſolis immor- 


* talia opera 1 ſecere; ex albis, Mclino ; en Glaccis, Attico; 
E 2 * * ex 
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c ex rubris, Sinopide Pontica; ex nigris, Atramento:“ 
ArtLLEs, Echion, Melanthius, Nicomachus, Clariſſimi Pic. 
tores; quum tabulæ corum fingulæ Oppidorum venirent 
opibus. 

The authority of my late excellent friend Sir Josnva 
Reynotps fully ſupports the latter piece of advice, 
who in his ſecond Diſcourſe to the Pupils of the Royal 
Academy (ſee Page 54, octavo edition) ſays, What there- 
« fore I wiſh to impreſs upon you is this, that whenever an 
© opportunity offers you may paint your ſtudies inſtead of 
* drawing them. This will give you ſuch a facility in ufing 
* colours, that they will arrange themſelves under the pencil, 


« even without the attention of the hand that conduRts it, If 


* one Art excluded the other, this advice could not with any 
« propriety be given; but if Painting comprizes both Drawing 
„ and Colouring, and if by a ſhort ſtruggle of reſolute induſtry 
« the ſame expedition is attainable in Painting, as in Drawing 
« on Paper, I cannot ſee what objection can juſtly be made to 
* the practice, or hy that ſhould be done in parts, which 
% may be done altogether.” 

Let me add from myſelf, that I ſuſpe& the vſe of a mul- 
tiplicity of pigments, and the prohibition of the pencil (here- 
after to be the Artiſt's principal inſtrument) till the port- 
crayon has been firſt long and ſedulouſly employed, have 
frequently been great impediments to the progreſs of young 
Artiſts, eſpecially of thoſe who are endowed by nature with 
an inventive faculty, 2 


['6 J 
SONNET VI. 


FEBRUARY 23, 1795 
ANNIVERSARY. 


Plaintive Sonnet flow'd from MIL Ton's pen, 
When Time had ſtol'n his three and twentieth year: 
Say, ſhall not I then ſhed one tuneful tear, 
Robb'd by the thief of threeſcore itch and ten ? 
No! for the foes of all life-lengthen'd men, 
Trouble and toil, + approach not yet too near; 
Reaſon, meanwhile, and health; and memory dear 
Hold unimpair'd their weak, yet wonted reign : 
Still round my ſhelter'd lawn I pleas'd can ftray ; 
Still trace my ſylyan bleſings to their ſpring : 
Bzrinc.os Berncs ! Yes, that filent lay, 
Which muſing Gratitude delights to ſing, 
Still to thy ſapphire Throne ſhall Faith convey, 
And Hope, the Cherub of unwearied wing. 


NOTE $, 


* Alluding to the 5th Sonnet of Mix rox, beginning, 
Ho ſoon hath Time, the ſubtle thief of youth, &c." 


+} See Pſalm xe. Ver, 10, ET 
. SONNET 
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SONNET VI. 


» LO BA. 447 


Funnvany 23, on 


- "3 NNIVERSARY. 
T the long courſe of ſeverity years and one, 
Oft have I known on this, my natal day, 

Hoar froſt and ſweeping ſnow prolong their ſway, 
The wild winds whiſtle; and the foreſts groan; 
But now ſprings ſmile has veil'd ſtern winter's frown, 

And now the birds on ev'ry budding ſpray | 

Chaunt oriſons, as to the morn of May: : 

With them all fear of ſeaſon's change is flown ; 
Like them T'fing, yet not, like them beguil'd, 
Expect the vernal bloom of youth to know : 
| But, tho' ſuch hope be from my breaſt exil'd, | 
J feel warm Piety's ſuperior glo ,, 
And as my winter, Hke the year's, is mild, 
Give praiſe to Hi», from whom all mercies flow. 


SONNET 
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| 3 Th the Biſhop of WORCESTER, ſent to him with 10 


preceding SONNET, 
| HAT ! when the ſtep of even-footed time 
Has led mc one and ſeventy years along, 
Dare I attempt a ſecond birth-day ſong, - 
And bid it tinkle in Petrarchian chime ? 
Shall I, impeded by the knots of rhyme, 
Ventare to ſhoot the warp of verſe among 
My blunted ſhuttle ? be it right or wrong, 
Ill try, yet keep from pathos or ſublime ;_ 
For HusD, the critic of my youthful lay, 
And yet Right Reverend Cenſor, crys “ Forbear ! 
« Age ſhould avoid, like Infancy, to play 
« With pointed tools; a Sonnet once a year, 
Or ſo, my nod permits thee to eſſay.“ 
Puteous I bow, yet think the doom ſevere. 


Aron, Feb, 23, 1796. | 
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SONNET II. 


Occaſſoned by à late Attack on the preſent Tuſte of 
ENGLISH GARDENS. 


HEN two Arcadian * Squires in Rhyme and Proſe 
Prick'd forth to ſpout that dile:zanti lore, 
Their Ciceronis long had chreadbare wore, 
Tas rx from his poliſh'd lawn indignant roſe, 
And cry'd, © as Pedants are true Learning's foes, 
So, when true Genius ventures to reſtore 
To Nature, ſcenes that Faſhion marr'd before, 
« 'Theſe travell'd Cogno/centi interpoſe 
And prate erbse nahe enen, 
* While to my genuine Votaries I aſſign 
The pleaſing taſk from her too ruſtic ſtate 
To lead the willing Goddeſs ; to refine, 
« But not transform, her charms, and at her ſhrine 
« Bid Uſe with Elegance obſequious wait.” 


NOTE S. 


This epithet is rather hazarded, but if they be not Paſſri 
D' Arcadi, they ought to be ſo, for hey are moſt certainly 
Arcades Ambo, 


+ Had Dr. Jounson heard this word uſed, he would cer- 
tainly have ſaid, © Sir, the term is carepbonone,” 
NOTE # SONNET 
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SONNET KX. 
Toa GRAVEL WALK, 
Relative to the preceding Subject. 


MOOTH, ſimple Path! whoſe undulating line, 
With ſidelong tufts of flow'ry fragrance crown'd, 
« Plain in its neatneſs,”” * ſpans my garden ground; 
What, tho? two acres thy brief courſe confine, 
Yet ſun and ſhade, and hill and dale are thine, 
And uſe with beauty here more ſurely found, 
Than where, to ſpread the Pictureſque around, 
Cart ruts and quarry holes their charms combine! + 
Here, as thou lead'ſt my ſtep thro? lawn or grove, 
Liberal tho? limited; reftrain'd tho? free, 
Fearleſs of dew, | or dirt, or duſt, I rove, 
And own thoſe comforts, all deriv'd from thee ! 
Take then, ſmooth Path, this tribute of my love, 


Thou emblem pure of legal Liberty! 
ASTON, Nov. 27, 1795. 


NOTES. 

* A phraſe that Mil rom uſes to expreſs ſimplex munditiic. 
See his Tranſlation of Hor. Ode 5. L. 1. Mr. T. WarTon, 
in his edition of Mir rox's Poems, criticiſes the expreſſion. 
It is however Mirrox's, and, if it does not fully expreſs 
Floxacz's meaning, ſeems to ſerve my purpoſe perfectly. 

| Sec Mr, Pzicz's Deſcription of a Pictureſque Lane. 
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SONNET XI. 


Occaſſoned by a Didaftic POEM on the Progreſs of 


CiviL SOCIETY, 


5 & 338 
e 2-8 of 


LD as I am, I yet have powers to ſneer 


bak 


With 
Hope to buy off the critic's ſrown ſevere; 
Him too, whoſe page e' erwhile had dard appear 
Wich ſhameleſs front the ſymbols to diſplay 
Of Pagan rites obſcene, and thence convey 
Shame to each Eye, profaneneſs to each Ear. 
Miethinks, thro' Fancy's tube, my Friend I Py 
Thron'd on a cloud in you ztherial plain, 
«andy fad} his nar 
ce Proſaic Poetaſter, ceaſe to drain 
The filthy dregs of Epicurus' ſty ; 
„They ſhall not mix with my nectareous ſtrain!” * 


N 0 T E. 

* What Mr. Gaar thought and writ (ſee his Detached 
Thoughts, printed in his Memoirs, Vol. 3. Page 113. laſt 
edition) gives complete authority to this Proſopopzia. 

* The doctrine of Epicurus is ever ruinous to ſociety. It 
« had its riſe when Greece was declining, and, perhaps, 
« haſtened its diſſolution, as alſo that of Rome. It is now 

% propagated in France and in England, and ſeems likely to 
« produce the ſame effects in both.” May Heaven avert, at 
leaſt, the latter part of this preſentiment formed above forty 


ears ago! 
8 EPITAPHS | 
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EPITAPH 
On THOMAS FOUNTAYNE, EH. - 


Only Son of the Dean of YORK, in the Church of 


Melton, Yorkſhire. 


Here, if ever, holy Patience bend 
Thy duteous khee ! the hand of Heav'n revere ! 
Here bid the Father, Mother, Siſter, Friend 
In mute ſubmiſſion drop the chriſtian tear! 
Nor blame, that in the vernal noon of youth 
The buds of manly worth, whoſe opening bloom 
Had glow'd with Honor, Fortitude, and Truth, 
| Sunk in th* eternal winter of the tomb : 
| - That He, whoſe form with health, with beauty charm'd, 
por whom fair Fortune's liberal feaſt was ſpread, 
Whom Science nurtur'd, bright example warm'd, 
Was torn by ling'ring torture to the dead. 
« Hark !” cries a voice that awes the filenc'd air, 
“The doom of Man in my dread boſom lies; 
Be Your's awhile to pace this vale of care, 
“Be His to ſoar with Seraphs in the ſkies.” 
EPITAPH 


\ c „0: TY 


. On LANCELOT BROWN, ; Zh 


Is the' Church of Fen:Stanton, enen. 


*. 1 
a \ * * 8 A 3 


E Sons of Elegance who "TY taſte 

The ample, charms, which genuine Art rp, 
cn from, the ſylvan ſcenes his Genius grac'd, i - 

And offer. here your tributary ſighs ; - Sd; Ils 97568 
But know, that more than Genius ſlumbers here; 

Virtues were his, that Art's beſt powers tranſcend: 
Come, ye ſuperior Train! who theſe revere, 

And weep the ien Huſband, Father, F. riend ! 


Sign N O 1 E. Natty . 10th | 
® This and FFI Epitaph, with . thers i in the 


Firſt Volume, come under that ſtriure, which Dr. Jounson 
has impoſed on ſeveral of Mr. Porz's. The Aditi knows, 
but deſpiſes it. Perſonal appellatixes in Greek appear grace- 
fully in the Anthologia. | In Engliſh Poetry they almoſt con- 
ſtantly induce an air of vulgarity. That ſpecies of eritieiſm, 
therefore, which cither in the verſe or proſe of any language 
militates againſt what Hozacz calls its Fus et norma Loguendi, 
he holds to be furile, Beſides this, when, on a monumental 
tablet, à Proſe inſeription precedes (as is ever the modern 
mode) the Verſes,” why ſhould theſe be loaded with oe Aud 
neceary repetition ? © get 23k ig de ezio meli 246 


IN SCRIPTION 
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. 7 INSERIPTION 


On a Tripod to the Memory of 


AWQOAAKA TOS JAY) 


WILLIAM WHITEHEAD, Fiz P. E. 


In the Pleaſure Ground of Earl Ha RCQURT,. Nexwnar, 
Bos bag any | 


* [137 (2998.3 10-2006 N 


Heber and Priendſhip this memorial rais'd 
Near to the Oak, here Whitehead oft reclir'd; 
Where all that Nature, rob'd by Art, diſplays DAR 
With charms congenial footh'd his polihb'd mind. 
Let Faſhion's Votaries, let the Sons of Fires 
The Genius of that modeſt Bard deſpiſe,”' 7 


< 


Who bad Diſcretion regulate his Lyre 
Studious to pleaſe, yet ſcorning to __ . 
Enough for Him if thoſe, who ſhar'd his love 3 


1 , 


Thro' life, who Virtue more than Verſe — 
Here penfive pauſe, when circling round the Gro, | us 
tin cage heart-paid tribute of a tear. dsl 


(184 vas 18 : N 15 1 


ae Juan 2 * or . ' 1 ? 321672 


UN UTUGOOAT s ao ne 

Alluding to an pid "ag of his i in n his The to 7 
Pouts, which excited the xancour of nente worn A*. 
see Memoirs of his Life, Page 18. 
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INSCRIPTION 


Under a Pidure of the EDITOR of SuaxsPBan's 
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PARODY, 


UR Forgers, born in one prolific age, 
Much critical acumen did engage. 
The Firſt was ſoon by doughty Douglas ſcar'd, 
Tho? Johnſon would have ſcreen'd him, had he dar'd ;* 
| + The Next had all the cunning of a Scot ; 
| 1 The Third invention, genius—nay, what not? 


Frau, now exhauſted, only could diſpenſe 
To her fourth Son, their three-fold impudence. 


NOT ES. F 

When Lavorx firſt produced his forgery reſpecting 
Mir ron, Dr. Jouns0N uſhered it into the world by a pre- 
face, and afterwards writ Lavupder's recantation. Some of 
his numerous Biographers have endeavoured to prove the 
Doctor no party concerned; however this be, the virulence 
he afterwards ſhewed to MiLToN in the Life which he writ 
of him for the Bookſellers, leads fairly to ſupport my aſſer- 
tion that he would have defended LAUER, had he been in 
any ſort defenſible. | 


| + The Tranſlator of Fingal, Temora, &c. 
. The Diſcoverer and Tranſcriber of Rowizx's Poems. 
1 | MISCELLANIES 
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BIRTH or FASHION: 


An EPISTOLARY TALE. 


Written in the year 1746, and ſent to a LADY wi'h 
HoLLar's HaBiTs or ExcGLisy WOMEN, pul- 


lifbed in the former Century 1650. 


Wiſh this Verſe may chance to come 
Juſt as you dreſs for Rout, or Drum ; 
If ſo, while Betty at your back 
Or pins your Gown, * or folds your Sacque, 
Dear Madam, let me beg you place 
Theſe Prints between yourſelf and glaſs, 


N O T E. 


* The phraſe at the time was pinning a Lady's tail; but the 
young Author was then too delicate to uſe it : and happy it 
was he did not; for the preſent nicer age would have thought 
him as indelicate as Lord Moxgoppo. However an excellent 
anecdote related of Mrs. Russ zt, Bedchamber Woman to the 
late Princeſs AMet1a, which is by many remembered (though 
not here related) will vindicate the authenticity of what was 

then the uſual phraſe to expreſs the adjuſtment of a m 

| Eaterial part of à Lady's Dreſs, £1 
F 2 To 
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To ſee the change in female dreſs 
Made in a hundred years, or leſs. 


Sure, Sir, our Grandames all were mad! 
What vulgar airs the creatures had! 

« The awkward Things—not half a waiſt ; 
« And that all frightfully unlac'd — £1 
O monſtrous ! what a ſhocking taſte ? * | 
Juſt ſo indeed I did ſurmiſe 

You would not fail to criticiſe ; 

Yet ſtill I cannot help conceiving, 

If one of theſe good Dames was living 
And ſaw that five-yard Hoop around ye, 
Her ſhrewd reflexions might gonfound ye: 


But whatſoe'er her thoughts might be, 
They'd have but little weight with me; 
For I opine, tis clear as light, 
Whatever is in dreſs is right ; 


N OT E. 


* What a ſtrange objection is here put into the Lady's 
mouth! ſhe finds fault with the women in Charles the Firſt's 
time for having only half a waiſt; when every body knows, 
that to have no waiſt at all is the true criterion of female 
elegance. As to lacing, who now could imitate the Veaus 
de Medicis, or any other fige antique, that admitted fo gothic 


a ligament ? 
" The 


—— RR 
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The preſent is the teſt of Taſte, 

And awkward ey'ry thing that's paſt : 

Thus we diſlike, obſerve the proof, 

Both Anna's flounce, and Beſſe's ruff; 

Yet there's a time the Muſe pronounces, 
When Hoops ſhall be like ruffs and flounces, * 


For in an uniform progreſſion 

Each mode a moment takes poſſeſſion 

Of Beauty's throne, and fills the place, 
Attended by each Charm and Grace ; 

Yet, when depos'd by ſome new faſhion, 
The Charms and Graces keep their ſtation, 
And on the next thron'd whimzy wait 

With all the ſelf-ſame form and ſtate. 

So, at Culloden's furious fray 

Had Charly's broad ſwords won the day, 


OTB» 


Part of the Prophecy ſeems to have been fulfiiled, ſn 
far at leaſt as farcbed Ruſſs go, though the Male (I rather call 
them ſo than the Maſculine) followers of Faſhion have found 
a mode of adding to the ſize of their own necks not quite ſo 
pictureſque; and the Ladies have, occaſicnally in their 
morning diſhabilles, condeſcended to imitate them. As to 
flounces they have extended their dominion even to Bed 
Curtains and Hangings of Rooms: This, I ſuppoſe, out of 
charity to the Inſe& tribe, for whom they afford a general 
aud moſt convenicat Nidus. 

Fx Which, 
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Which, Heav'n be thank'd, was not the caſe, 
Some Stateſmen ſtill had kept their place, 
And many Wights, I name no names, 
Who ſwore to George, had ſworn to James. 


This granted, it no longer ſtrange is, 

That Faſnions in their various changes, 

Tho' e' er ſo odd, and out o' the way, 

Should reign with univerſal ſway. 
For Why Whatever mode takes place 

»Tis juſt the ſame in point of grace. 

A Tale like Prior, or Fontaine 

Will make the thing extremely plain. 


Cyprus was once, the Learn'd agree, 
The Vauxhall of Antiquity: 
Her myrtle groves, and laurel ſhades 
\ Echo'd with conſtant ſerenades, 
1 And Grecian Belles, that look'd as pretty, 
And mov'd as graceful as Auretti, + 


NOT ZS. 


* 'This bold aſſertion, I take for granted, was made merely 
on hcar ſay evidence. Readers at the preſent time will be 
beſt able to junge whether that evidence was founded on 
truth, : 


+ A celebrated Opera Dancer then in vogue. 
With 
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With Grecian Beaus the live-long day, 
Or led the Dance, or tun'd the Lay. 

Bleſt place! and how could it be other, 
Where all were rul'd by Cupid's Mother ? 


Nay, *tis affirm'd, the Queen in perſon 
Would oft partake of the diverſion 
But then incog, for fear of ſcandal, 
And left her pranks might give a handle 
To Pallas, and ſuch ſour old Maids ; 


So when ſhe viſited the ſhades, 


She wiſely laid afide the Goddeſs, 
And drefs'd in round-ear'd Cap and Boddice, * 


One day thus maſqu'd, ſhe took her way 
Along the Margin of the Sea, 

Where in a Creek (convenient ſpot) 

The Sea-Nymphs had contriv'd a Grot. 


N OTE. 


I ſuſpe& that the young Author now, and before in this 
Epiſtle, took his idea f female ſhape and beauty from Field- 
ivg's Deſcription of Fanny in his Adventures of Joſeph 
Andrews; an idea, which, compared with what it is now, 
was in that author as abſurd, as in himſelf, 
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As here ſhe fat, and humm'd a ſong, 


She ſaw a Boat row ſmooth along, 

Ah! what a lovely freight it bore ! 

A Youth of eighteen years, or more, 
Whoſe poliſh'd brow, and roſy cheek, 
Love-gliſt'ning eye, and graceful neck, 
With locks, that wanton'd in the wind, 
Brought all Adonis to her mind! 


Yet not like that rough Woman-hater ; 
No, he was half a Petit Maitre ; 
For dreſs improv'd his native bloom 


Dreſs fit for any drawing-room, 
All Tyrian ſilk, and filver tiſſue. 
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Well, he arriv'd, and mark the iſſue 
He bow'd, ſaluted, prais'd the dame, 
Said civil things, confeis'd his flame. 
She choſe to go—He beg'd ſhe'd ftay ; 
But beg'd with ſuch a winning way, 
Was all ſo preſſing, and ſo fervent, 

So much her poor expiring ſervant, 
That, need I ſay, he won the Dame. 
Here, Muſe, to give no cauſe for blame, 


l 29 ] 
we'll drop the curtain, and agree 
To ſing a harmleſs Hymende. 


o! ſhower, ye crimſon Roſes, ſhower 
Perfumes ambroſial where they lie, 


With clouds of fragrance veil the bower, 
Thick veil from each intruding eye. 

Blow ſoft, ye Zephyrs 725 

| Hark a noiſe! 

What malice interrupts their joys ? 

O! Heav'ns! the darling Youth is fled : 

She graſps a Meteor in his ſtead. 

A Lion pawing o'er the plain, 

Now © rampant ſhakes, his brindled Mane,” 

And now a ſtream meand'ring laves 

The golden ſand, now joins the Waves. 

What ſhall affrighted Venus do! 

The Youth was Proteus ; ſee him now 


N O T E. 


* Though 1 do not find it on the margin of the original 
MS. the Author had an eye to Virgil in the peculiar changes 


the mock Lover employs. 


Ille ſuz contra non immemor artis, 
Omnia transformat ſeſe in miracula rerum, 


Iznemgue horribilem Feram, Fluviumgue liquentem. 
Georg. Lib. 4. Ver. 440. 


Reſume 
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9 
BY Reſume his form Marine again, 
z | And rife from out the circling main, 
| Encircled with his ſcaly train! 
« *Tis not,“ he cry'd and archly ſmil'd, 
| The firſt good time you've been beguil'd, 
| « So, lovely Goddeſs, wipe your eye, 
' ce And liſten to my Prophecy : 
| « Know, *tis decreed, you ſoon ſhall bear 
« A Daughter, preordain'd to ſhare 
«« The various Powers we have between ns, 
« And change like Proteus, pleaſe like Venus: 
With Gods ſhe'll have ſome hard Greek name, 
«« But Fabius men will call the dame.” 


This id, he plung' d beneath the flood ; 
| The Goddeſs prudently thought good 

| To huſh the matter up, and hie 

| To private Lodgiags in the Sky, 

©. And oft, tho? Juno beg'd ſhe'd come 

| To Mount Olympus to her drum, * 


| N O T R. 
| This is the ſecond time we meet with this obſolete word, 


yet it will ſerve with many others in the Poem to aſcertain 
its exact chroavlogy; 


= 
; Yet 


— 
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Yet ſhe refus'd; would neꝰ er be ſeen, 
But had the Head-ach, Nerves, and Spleen * 


I doubt if any modern knows 

How many months a Goddeſs goes; 

But 'tis enough, the reck*ning ended, 
The Babe was born, the mother mended : 
Nor ſhall I ſpend much vain defcripuon 
To ſhew ſhe hit her Sire's prediction; 
For to a Lady learn'd as you 

All Hiſtory will prove it-true : 

Yet if you had but leſs diſcerning, 


Deſcribe in Greece what tricks the play'd, 
And how ſhe.taught each Spartan maid 

To ſhew her legs (ingenious thought) 

By well-choſe flits in petticoat, 

Which, did ſhe run, or dance, or ſtoop, 
Reveal'd as much as any hoop. 

Then might ſhe ſoar on Roman wing, 

Of Stola and of Palla fing ; 

With critic nicety explore 

What kind of Hoods their Matrons wore ; 


N OT E. 


of their non- exiſtence. 


% 
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The Muſe might here ſhew monſtrous Learning ; 


2 Spleen another obſolete word. Nerves however obtains 
till moſt vehemently, though, perhaps, it may in time give 
place to Spaſms, whatever the Author of Z oonomia may ſay 
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How broad Lucretia's Tucker ſpread; 
How Ovid's Julia dreſs'd her head, 
And better aſcertain theſe matters, 
Than all the herd of Commentators. 
Next might ſhe by due ſteps advance by 
To modern ſcenes ; and firſt to France : 
France is her Citadel, and there 
The Goddeſs keeps her Arms and Car.“ 
And thence ſhe ſeuds her vice-roy apes 
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To form our uncouth Engliſh ſhapes. 
Here Pegaſus might run his race 

O'er Mecklin, and o'er Bruſſels Lace: 
Here might he take Pindaric bounces 
O'er floods of Furbelows and Flounces ; 


| Gallop on Luteftring plains, invade 


The thick-wove Groves of rich Brocade, 
And leap o'er Whale-bone's ſtiff barrier. + 
— But here I bridle his career, 
And fagely think it more expedient 
To ſign mylelf your moſt obedient. 
NOTE 8s. 
Here the Boy pedant comes again from his Virgil with 


Ai illius arma : 
Hie Currus fuit. Za. L. 1. V. 20. 


+ Whale-bone and Brocade equally exploded articles. 
I 
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NCE, dull lethargic Peace; 
: Born in ſome hoary Beadſman's cell obſcure, 


Or in Circean bower, 
Where Manhood dies, and Reaſon's vigils ceaſe. 
Hie to congenial climes; 


Prolong ſome Eaſtera Tyrant's An reign, 
Or on Italian Plain, 


Mid citron ſhades and myrtle- veſted bow'rs, 
Lull thine ambroſial hours, 

And wed enervate trills to tinkling rhymes. 
But rouſe, thou God, by F uries dreſt 
In helm with terror-plumed creſt, 


N OT . 


® This very juvenile imitation of the Allegro and Penſeroſo 
of MiLTon, and that which follows it were written ſome 
time previous to that of the Lycidas. (ſee Poem 1 Vol. 1.) A 
copy of the above was many years ago ſurreptitiouſly printed 
in a Magazine, and afterwards inſerted in Pzxcue's Miſ- 
cellany. On this account, I thought it right to reviſe and 
now publiſh it. The counter-part to it was, with my aſſent, 
firſt printed in the Cambridge Verſes on the Peace of Aix la 
Chappelle; and ſtands here as it did ſormerly. 
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In adamantine ſteel bedight, 
Gliſt'ring formidably bright, 

With ſtep unfixt, and aſpe& wild, 
Jealous Juno's raging child, 

Who thee conceiv'd in Flora's hower, 
By touch of rare * Olenian flower. 
Oft the Goddeſs ſigh'd in vain, 
Envying Jove's prolific brain, 

And oft old Ocean heard her moan, 
Bending from his coral throne ; 

At length thro? Flora's groves ſhe ſtray'd, 
Eind Flora lent her fragrant aid ; 
Then fruitful grown, her Ivory Car 
With harneſs'd Peacocks cut the air, 


And circling wide Propontis round, 
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She lands at length on Thracian ground ; 
There teems thee forth, of nervous mould, 
Haughty, ſanguine, fierce, and bold ; 
Names thee Mars, and bids thee call 

The world from Pleaſure's ſilken thrall. 


N OTE. 


go called ſrom Olenas a City in Peloponeſus, where ae- 
cording to Ovid this flower firſt grew. The ſtory is told by 

him in his Faſti. Lib. 5. V. 231. 
Come, 
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Come, thou Genius of the War, 

Roll me in thy Iron Car, 

And as thy Courſers pierce the ſky, 

Breathing fury as they fly, 

Let Courage hurry ſwift before, 

All ſtain'd around with purple gore, 

And Vict'ry follow cloſe behind 

With wreath of Palm, and Laurel join'd, 

While high in ether Fame affumes 

Her place, and waves her eagle plumes. 

Then, whilſt her trumpet ſwells the note 

Roaring rough thro? brazen throat, 

| Let drums with many a beat maintain 

The meaſure of the martial ſtrain; 

Hautboys, clarions too be found, 

4 Nor be miſs'd the fifes ſhrill found, 

Nor yet the Scottiſh bag-pipes ſtrain, 

Dear delight of Highland ſwain; 

' Whether on ſome mountain's brow, 

N Now ſqueaking high now droning low, 
It guides the ſteps of many a laſs 

| Tripping it featly on the grafs ; 

Or whether in the battle's fray 

Some antient Caledonian lay 
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It 


1. „ 
1 It boldly blows, to fill the train 

5 With fury mixt with proud diſdain, 
Strike ev'ry fire from ev'ry mind, 
Nor leave one latent ſpark behind. 
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Bear me now to tented ground, 
Where gallant ſtreamers wave around, 
And Britiſh enſigns, wide difplay'd, 
Lend the earth a ſcarlet ſhade, 


And pikes, and ſpears, and launces bright 
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Dart around a ſilver light; 
j There to join the hardy croud, 
As they ſport in gameſome mood, 
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Wreſtling on the circled ground, 
Wreathing limbs with limbs around; 
| Or ſee them pitch the maſſy bar, 
, 5 Or teach the diſk to whiz in air. 
[ Then, at night's return, regale 
| With chat full blunt, and chirping ale, 
| While ſome voice of manly baſs 
Sings my darling Chevy Chace; 
How the child, that's yet unborn, 
May rue Earl Pzxcy's hound and horn; 
How W1THERINGTON in doleful dumps 
Fought right valiant on his ſtumps ; 
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And many a Knight and Squire full gay 
At morn, or night were clad in clay ; 
While firſt and laſt we join to ſing, 

« God proſper long our Noble King.” 
Thus, til midnight ſpreads around 
Her fable veſtments o'er the ground, 
Then, I'll for a ſtudious ſeat ; 

To ſome ſtrong citadel retreat, 

By ditch, and rampart high ypent, 


W eee 


And batt'ry ſtrong, and battlement. 
There in ſome ſtore- room richly dight, 
With coats of mail, and falchions bright, 
Emblazon'd ſhields of impreſs quaint, 
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Erſt borne at tilt and tournament ; 

| There while the taper burneth blue, 
| (As Brutus once was wont to do) 

E Let me turn the ample page 

1 Of ſome grave, hiſtoric ſage ; 

4 Or in Homer's facred ſong, 

Mix the Græcian Bands among, 
or lift to Virgil's epic Lyre, 

Or lofty Lucan's wrapt in fire, 

Put rather ſtill let Shakeſpeare's muſe 
Her genuine Britiſh flame diffuſe ; 
Vor. III. 8 


And 
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And briſkly with her magic ſtrain 
Hurry me to Gallic plain, 
What time the gallant Talbot bleeds, 
Or when heav*n-proſper'd Harry leads 
His bands, with ſevenfold courage ſteel'd, 


To Agincourt's immortal field. - 


Yet ſoon as morn begins to ſpread | 
The orient pale with ſtreaming red, 
And the ſhrill cornets from afar 
Stoutly ſwell the note of war ; 

Then, as th' embattled files advance, 
O Mars! my ev'ry thought entrance. 
Guide me, thou terrific God ! 


Guide thro? glory's arduous road, 


While Conqueſt with gigantic pace 
Stalks beſore, and ſhakes his mace; 
While hailing bullets round me fly, 

And human thunders rend the ſky, 

With armour clanking, clarions ſounding, 
Cannons bellowing, ſhouts rebounding, 
Guide me, thou terrific God 

c Guide thro* glory's arduous road.“ 
But, ſhould on land thy triumphs ceaſe, 


Still bear me from the ſcenes of peace; 
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Me lead, dread Power! for warlike ſport 
To ſome wave-encircled fort, 
Or, if it yield more open ſight, 
To ſome hoar promontory's height, 


Whoſe high-arch'd cliff, with bending brow, 


Frowns on the foaming ſurge below; 
There eagerly to ken from far, 

All the burſt of naval war, 

And glow with ſympathetic rage, 
While th' embattled fleets engage, 
And ev'ry diſtant ſhore rebounds 

To their cannons rattling ſounds z 
When the ſulphurous fire-ſhip rends, 
And thouſand deaths around her ſends, 
And limbs diflever'd, hurl'd on high, 
Smoke amid th' affrighted ſky. 

But, while I gaze, if envious night 
Shuts the grand proſpect from my fight, 
Still let thy vot'ry hear from far 

The ſound of elemental war, 

Hark to the diſtant thunder's roll, 

Nor, till its laſt concluding growl, 
Permit dull Morpheus to apply 

His leaden finger to my eye; 
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And then, even then, let Fancy's powef' 
Exhauſt her viſionary ſtore, 4 
To paint ſome mighty city's ſtate 
Beſieg'd, and nodding to its fate; 
Above whoſe heav'n-devoted fanes, 
Portentous comets ſweep their trains , 
And vultures, fierce in martial d flight, 
With beaks and claws wage bloody fight; 
And armed knights, a ghoſtly croud, 
Prick forth from ev'ry op*ning cloud 
With blazing ſwords of portent dire, 
And minute glares of meteor- fire; 
Such erſt as ſhot their livid gleam, 
Down on beſieg*d Jeruſalem, 
Or hung o'er Rome e' er Julius fell, 
And, if old ſages truly ſpell, 
Are dread prognoſtics that foreſhow, 
Convulſions in our realms below. 
And, when at laſt cold creeping age 


Freezes the current of my rage, 
Eet me retire amidit a troop 

Of Invalids, a veteran group, 
Bereft of ſome main limb by war, 
Or juſtly proud to ſhew the ſear 
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They gain'd, when fighting in the cauſe 

Of Albion's liberty and laws; 

With theſe full chearly I'll retire, 

* To circle round a ſea- coal fire, 

Near them their paſt campaigns recite 

of Vigo's ſack and Blenheim fight. 

And, when my children round me throng, 

© The ſame brave themes ſhall grace my tongue, 
ö | To teach them, ſhould fair En gland need 
© Their blood, tis their's to wiſh to bleed; 
And, as I ſpeak, behold them glow, 

© And flaſh their eye, and knit their brow ; 
© While I, with heart-felt bliſs elate, 

© Sit proudly in paternal ſtate, 

$ Gaze on each half-form'd warrior face, 

: And all their future fortunes trace; 

| | That this, my ruddy, firſt-born boy 

} On land his. Sov'reign ſhall employ ; 

: The next o'er ocean's wide domain 

N Boldly aſſert Britannia's reign, 

And firm in freedom's cauſe advance 

The ſcourge of ſlav'ry, and of F rance, 
Theſe delights if Maxs afford, 

Mans! with thee I whet my ſword, 

Written in 1744. 63 


Il Pacifico. 


ENCE, peſtilential Mars, 
Of fable-veſted Night and Chaos bred, 
On matters formleſs bed, 
Mid the harſh din of elemental jars : 
Hence with thy frantic croud, 
Wing'd Flight, pale Terror, Diſcord cloath'd i in fit 
Precipitate retire; 
While mad Bellona cracks ber ſnaky thong, 
And hurries headlong on, 
To Ach'ron's brink and Phlegethon's flaming flood, 
But hail, fair Prack, ſo mild and meek, 
With poliſh'd brow and roſy cheek ; 
That, on thy fleece-white cloud deſcendin g. 
Hither, ſoft-ey 'd Queen, art tending, b 
Gently o'er thy fav'rite land 
To wave thy genial myrtle wand : 
To ſhake from off thy turtle wing 
' TY ambroſial dews of endleſs ſpring ; 


103 J 

spring, like that, which poets feign, 
Gilded Saturn's eaſy reign : 

For Saturn's firſt-borp daughter thou; 
Unleſs, as later bards avow, 
The youthful God with ſpangled hair 
Cloſely claſp'd Harmonia fair : 

For, baniſh'd erſt Heav'n's ſtar-pav'd floor, 
(As ſings my legendary lore) 
As Phœbus fat by weeping brook, 
With ſhepherds ſcrip and ſhepherds crook, 
Penſive midſt a ſavage train | 
(For ſavage then was all the plain) 
Fair Harmonia left her bow'r, 
To join her radiant paramour: 
Hence didſt thou ſpring ; and at thy birth 
| Lenient Zephyrs fann'd the earth, 
| Rumbling thunders growl'd no more, 
Prowling wolves forgot to roar, 
And man, whom fiercer rage poſſeſt, 
SmiPd diſſenſion from his breaſt, 
She comes, ſhe comes : ye Nymphs, prepare 
Gay floral wreaths to bind your hair ; 
Ye ſwains, inſpire the mellow flute 

To dulcet ſtrains, which aptly ſuit 
— G4 


Tho 


[ 164 ] 
The feaily-footed farabeand 
Of Phillis trim and Marian bland, 
When nimbly light each ſimp'ring laſs 
Trips it o'er the pliant graſs. 
But ſee, her ſccial ſmiling train 
Now inveſts th* inraptur'd plain! 
Plenty's treaſure-teeming horn 
Show'rs its fruits, its flow'rs, its corn z 
Commerce ſpreads his ampleſt fall ; 
Strong-nerv'd Labor lifts his flail 
Sylvanus too attends ('tis he 


'That bears the root-pluck'd cypreſs tree) 


He ſhall my youngling footſteps lead 
Thro? tufted lawn and fringed mead, 

By ſcooped valley, heaped hill, 

Level river, dancing rill, 

Where the ſhepherds all appear, 

To ſhear and waſh their fleecy care, 
Which bleating ſtand the ſtreams around, 
And whiten all the cloſe-crop'd ground ; 
Or when the maids in bonnets theen 
Cock the hay-upon the green ; 

Or up yon ſteep rough road the ſwains 
Drive ſlow along their rolling wains 


(Where 
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(Where laughing Ceres crowns the ſtack, 
And makes the pond'rous axle crack), 
Then to the village on the hill, | 
The barns capacibus jaws to fill, 
Where the anſw'ring flails rebound, 
Beating bold with thund”ring ſound. 
Enchanted with this rural ſcene, 
Here let me weave my arb*retts green: 
Here arch the woodbine, mantling neat 
O'er my noontide-cool retreat; 
Or bind the oak with ivy-twine; 
Or wed the elm and purpling vine, 
But, if my vagrant fancy pants 
For charms, that fimple nature wants, 
Grant, Power benign, | admittance free 
To ſome rang'd Academy: 
There to give to arts refin*d 
All the impulſe of my mind; 
And oft obſervant take my ſtand, 
Where the painter's magic hand 
From ſketches rude, with gradual art, 

Calls dawning life to ev'ry part, 
Till, with nice tints all labour'd high, 9 
Each ſtarting hero meets the eye: 
Of 
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Oſt too, ch! let me nice inſpect 
The draughts of juſteſt architect: 
And hence delighted let me paſs, 
Where others mold the ductile braſs ; 
Or teach the Pariay/ſtqne to wear 
A letter'd ſage's mufing air, 
But ah! theſe Arts have fix'd their home 
In Roman or in Gallic dome: 
Tho? ſtrange beſeems, that Arts ſhou'd ſpread 
Where frowns black Slav'ry's baleful ſhade ; 
And ftranger far that Arts decay 
Where Freedom deals her warmeſt ray, 
This then deny'd ; PII ſwift retreat, 
Where Camus winds with murmur ſweet: 
There teach me, piercing Locke, t' explore 
The buſy mind's ideal ſtore z. . 
There, heav'n-rapt Newton, guide my way 
Mid rolling worlds, thro' floods of day, 
To mark the vagrant comets road, 
And thro? his wonders trace the God. 
Then, to unbend my mind, I'll roam 
Amid the cloyſters ſilent gloom : 
Or, where rang'd oaks their ſhades diffuſe, 
Hold dalliance with my darling Muſe, 


Recalling 
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Recalling oft ſome heav*n-born ſtrain, 
That warbled in Auguſtan reign; 
Or turn well pleas d the Græcian page, 
If ſweet Theocritas engage: 

Or blith Anacreon, mirthful wight, 
Caroll his eaſy love-lay light. 

Yet let not all my pleaſure lic 

Confin'd to one Phœbeian joy 

But ever give my fingers wings (1 
Lightly to ſkim the trembling ſtrings, 
And from fome bow'r to tune the lay : 
While lining birds croud ev'ry ſpray, 
Or hovering filent o'er my head, 

Their quiv'ring wings exulting ſpread 
Save but the turtles, they alone 

With tender plaintive faithful moan, - 
Shall tell, to all the fecret grove, - -- 
Their ſoft thick-warbled tale of love: 
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Ever billing, ever cooing, 

Ye! conſtant pair! 1 love to note 

Vour hoarſe ſtrain gurgling in your throat; 
And, ye unheard, from ſidelong bills 

The liquid lapſe of whifp'ring rills, 

L hiſt to hear: ſuch ſounds diffuſe 

Sweet tranſports to the thoughtful Muſe. _ 


Sweet birds! your mingling bliſs purſuing, 


'Thus 
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Thus Summer ſees me briſk and light, 

"Til Winter ſpreads her kerchief white; 

Then to the city's ſocial walls, 

Where tolling clock to buſineſs calls, 
There the weaver's ſhuttle ſpeeds 
Nimbly thro? the fine-ſpun threads ; 
'There the vocal anvil rings, | 

hile the ſmith his hammer ſwings 3 
nd ev'ry man and ev'ry boy 

' Briſkly join in warm employ. 

'Thro? ſuch throng'd ſcenes full oft PH range, 
Oft croud into the rich Exchange: 

Or to yon wharf; aſide the mote, 
Where the anchor'd ſhips do float, 
And others, haſt' ning into bay, 
Swell their fails in fair array; 
Wafting to Albion's ſons the ſtore, 
That each Peruvian mine can pour; 
Wafting to Albion's ſmiling dames 
The ruby's glow, the diamond's flames, 
Till all the Indies ruſh into the Thames, 
Joys vaſt as theſe my fancy claums ; 
And joys like theſe if Peace inſpire, 
Pact with thee 1 firing the lyre. 
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An EPISTOLARY ADDRESS 


TO THE 


AUTHOR's FATHER, 


genr FROM LONDON IN THE YEAR 1746.9 


Surgat in officium venerandi Muſa Parentir, 


MiLToNvus ad Patrem. 


RE pauſe, fair Fancy, + in thy flow'ry way ! 
The varied verſe, the imitative lay 

Reject awhile ; diſcard each fabling dream; 

Paternal praiſe be now thy nobler theme; 

And if the Muſe, who thro? the realms of ſong 
Gave Pope, now mute, to lead the tuneful throng, 
In whoſe warm heart with mingling fervour ſhone 
The glowing Poet and the tender Son, 

His duteous heart and filial feelings pour 

Thro' every artleſs line, I ak no more. 


Enough for me, if He, whoſe name I bear, 


With wonted candour bend his partial ear ; 


NOT ES. 
* Now firſt printed. | 
t Alluding to Muſæus and the two foregoing Imitations of 


Micron, which the Author was then compoſing, but bad 
not quite finiſhed, 


Enough, 
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Enough, if He, who always lov'd to blend 
Advice with ſmiles, the Father with the Friend, / 
Accept the verſe, how vain ſoe'er it prove, 


_ Which aims to pay its tribute to the love, 


That ever bleſt me fince my courſe began, 
From tender childhood to the dawn of man; 
Nor in that courſe did c'er one boon refuſe, 
A ſon might ak, and innocence might uſe. 


- 
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Can I forget, when firſt my infant ear 
Caught each new melody it chanc'd to hear, 
How prompt to foſter ſeeds, that nature ſow d, 
A maſter ſkill'd his gen'rous care beſtow'd, 

To teach how concord and how diſcord meet, 
And form one ſtrain methodically ſweet? 


Alike when active Fancy try'd to trace 
The rural Landſcape, or impaſſion'd Face, 
How to my aid he brought each written rule, 
And free deſign of Painting's various School? | 


How, when my thoughts firſt ſlow'd in tinkling chime 
He ſmooth'd the verſe, reform'd each faulty rhyme, | 
Nor check d the Muſe, juſt waking, in the ſtrain, . 


Leſt love of verſe ſhould quench the love of gain, 
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me, 
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But alba aſſenting, fann' d the kindling bre, TY * 
And ſunk the critic in the partial Sire ? 


Much thanks for theſe ; for arts like theſe have pow'r 
To grace the chearful, ſooth the penſive hour. 
Theſe ſhall diſpenſe their calm, yet lively, joys, 
When ſtudy pauſes, or when buſineſs cloys; 

Nor one dull hour drawl ſullenly along, 
While Paint can pleaſe, or Harmony, or Song. 


Thro' graver ſcience now my ſteps to guide, 
As years advance, ſee Marg'ret's dome ſupply'd ! 
Her arching cloyſters and her glimm'ring groves, 
All, ttudy claims, all, contemplation loves, 
Are amply given ; and, if I wiſh for more, 
The Town expands, and, Thames, thy ſplendid ſhore ! 
Here free to rove, here feaſt my mind and eyes, | 
« Here catch the manners living as they riſe,” 

Here men with books impartially compare, 

Learn what they ſhould be, ſmile at what they are; 
For Vanity, the world's deſpotic queen, 

Ere we can know her truly, muſt be ſeen; 

And if plain ſenſe her ſteady glaſs ſupplies, 

The more we fee, the more we ſhall deſpiſe, 
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Permit me then, my Sire, awhile to view, 
Throꝰ that clear perſpective, her motley crew z 
Nor fear thy ſon, by Faſhion's frippery ſmit, 
Should ſhun the Chriſtian and purſue the Wit: 
But ſated quite, relinquiſhing with joy 
Thoſe vain delights, that ſoon as taſted cloy ; 
Each paſſion cool'd, that boils the tide of youth, 
Each error purg'd, that dims the fight of truth, 
O! may no wiſh for more his boſom own, 
But all his manners ſpeak him all thy ſon, 


For, know, each academic duty paid, 
Soon will he haſte to his paternal ſhade ; 
There, fraught (great taſk) with Reaſon's nerve to tame 
That hydra of the ſoul the thirſt of fame; 
His youthful breaſt, by years mature reſin'd, 
May ſhine the mirror of thy blameleſs mind, 
And, free from public, as domeſtic, ſtrife, 
Slide thro? the tranquil ſtream of private life; 
Vet, ftill alive to ev'ry ſocial call, 
Glow with that charity, which feels for all. 


There too to truths divine may he aſpire, 
Wing'd and conducted by his practis'd Sire; | 
Purſue 
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Parſue his flight, upborn on Faith's ſtrong plume, 
Nor fear of youthful Icarus the doom, 
From Falſehood's:maze ſap d by his guiding clue, 
Riſe as he riſes, keep him ſtill in view, 
The Minotaur of Vice beneath him hurl'd, 
And ſcap'd that worſt of Labyrinths, the World, 


Ver. II. — STANZ As, 
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Written on the BANKS of the CAM, 1746. 


7 court in May's mild month the Muſe 
Along the ſedgy bank I ſtray'd, 
Where ſlow-pac'd Cam his courſe purſues 
Amid the daiſy-painted mead. 


High o'er my head, the Solar ſphere 
Flung far and wide his ſparkling beams ; 
His ſparkling beams as bright appear 
Reflected from the ſilver ſtreams. 


Below each languid Zephyr died, 
Each ſlender reed forgot to play, 
Without a rill the even tide 
Slided filently away. 


Yet, from its ſurface to its baſe, 
So clear the chryſtal fluid ſpread, 
My gazing eye diſtinct could trace 
The finny inmates of its bed. 
At length 
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At length the Muſe her votary join'd, 

With me the buſy ſcene ſhe view'd, 

And, Fancy waking in my mind. 

A flow of numbers thus enſued. 

« See, how thoſe roſe-finn'd Perch delight 
„High as th' incumbent air to glide, = 

« Fach leaf each ſtraw their chaſe excite, 
That bouyant fail along the tide. 


« On Learning's ſurface thus the Youth 
« Too oft devotes each precious hour, 


For modern whim ſcorns antient truth, 
And quits the fruit, to ſmell the flower. 


But hark! I heard a bubbling noiſe, 
Ho quick yon Trout purſu'd a fly! 

A Yet ſee! the nimble inſect plies 

= © His wing, and ſafe aſcends the ſky. 


| © Say Muſe! to what mal we compare 
« The ſcaly fool's ſucceſsleſs aim ? 


« Tis thus that all deluded are, 
Who merely act, or write for fame. 
HAZ 


c See 
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See far below, yon Eel conceal'd 
* In mud its circling volume leads, 
« Now thro' the water half reveal'd, 
« Now tangled in a grove of reeds; 


So fares the Man, who, gravely vain, 
* Thro? each profound of Learning wanders, 

te Scruples and doubts perplex his brain 
* In long and intricate meanders. 


6 There too a half-gorg'd Pike appears, 
« Whoſe maw or frogs or gudgeons ſate, 
« After a labouring length of years, 
«« Such is the muſty Pedant's fate. 


gut ſee, its height and depth between, 
Von ſcaly tribe or pauſe or play, 

«« Now hanging in the fluid ſcene, 
«« Now ſtraying as its currents ſtray ; 


« Their courſe no ſtraws divert above, 
No mud, or reeds obſtruct below, 
«« Freely their oary fins they move, 
« As nature dictates, ſwift, or ſlow, 
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« $0, thro? Life's current let me glide, 
«« Nor ſink too low, nor riſe too high, 
« Safe if Content my progreſs guide 
And golden Mediocrity.“ 
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4 MONOLOGUE4+t 


N Neos ; 
Ti mor” of In mov 
Ti abe, Tois G 
o &YyOuT1 u, | 
Kai t aPeoguyn abe. 
SOPHOCLES in Antig. 


AR from her hallow'd grot, where mildly bright 
> The pointed cryſtals ſhot their trembling light, 
From dripping moſs where ſparkling dew-drops fell, 
Where coral glow'd, where twin'd the wreathed ſhell, 
Pale 
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* It was ſaid, in an advertiſement prefixt to the firſt quarto 
edition, that © the following Poem would never have ap- 
« peared in print, had not an interpolated copy of it, pub- 
« liſhed in a country newſpaper, ſcandalouſly miſrepreſent- 
« ed the principles of the Author; which parody, before the 
publication of the original, was reprinted in the London 

Evening Poſt, and generally ſuppoſed to be written by the 
. — | late 
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pale Is 1s lay; a willow's lowly ſhade 
Spread its thin foliage oer the penſive maid ; 
Clos'd was her eye, and from her heaving breaft 
In careleſs folds looſe fell her zoneleſs veſt ; 


While down her neck her vagrant treſſes flow 
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In all the awful negligence of woe ; 

Her urn ſuſtain'd her arm, that ſculptur'd vaſe 
Where Vulcan's art had laviſh'd all it's grace 
Here, full with life was heav*n-taught Science ſcen, 
Known by the laurel wreath and muſing mein ; 
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NOTES. 


late Dr. Byxom of Mancheſter. Very ſoon after Mr. T. 
WaRrTON, afterwards Poet Laurcat, printed an elegant 
anſwer to it, entitled, the Triumph of Iſis. But ere this 
the Author, (then young) was convinced that the ſatire it 
contained, though mixed as it was with true panegyric, was . 
too ſevere; he therefore forbore to reprint it in any of the 
former editions of his Poems. However, as Mr. WarToN's 
Poem has been, with this, reprinted in certain Miſcellanies, 
and as the former holds a place in his volume, it was 
thought proper here to give it a place. —Certain it is that 
the ſpirit of Jacobitiſm, which had obtained in both our 
Univerſities before the year 1745, was far from being quite 
extinguiſhed in 1748, when this Poem was written, May 
the more recent ſpirit of Jacobiniſm (if now it infects cither 
of them) have a ftill quicker termination ! 
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+ It was originally entituled an Elegy; but the term is 
altered as not being written in alternate Rhymes, which ſince 
Mr. Gxav's exquiſite Elegy in the Country Church-Yard has 
generally obtained, and ſeems to be more ſuited to that 
ſpecies of Poem. | 
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There cloud- crown d Fame, here Peace ſedate and bland. 


Swell'd the loud trump, and wav'd the oliye wand; 
While ſolemn domes, arch'd ſhades, and viſtas green 
At well-mark'd ciftance cloſe the ſacred ſcene, 


On this the Goddeſs caſt an anxious look, 


Then dropt a tender tear, and thus ſhe ſpoke : 


« Yes, I cou'd once with pleas'd attention trace 

The mimic charms of this prophetic vaſe ; 

Then lift my head, and with enraptur'd eyes 

View on yon plain the real glories rife. 

Yes, Is1s ! oft haſt thou rejoic'd to lead 

Thy liquid treaſures o'er yon fay'rite mead, 

Oft haſt thou ſtopt thy pearly car to gaze, 

While ev'ry Science nurs'd it's growing bays ; 
While ev'ry Youth, with Fame's ſtrong impulle fir'd, 
Preſt to the goal, and at the goal untir'd 
Snatch'd each celeſtial wreath to bind his brow, 

The Muſes, Graces, Virtues could beſtow. 


« Fen now fond Fancy leads th? ideal train, 


And ranks her troops on Mem'ry's ample plain; 


See! the firm leaders of my patriot line, 
See! SIDNEY, RALEIGH, HAMDEN, SOMERS ſhine. 
| Sce 
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See Hou ſuperior to a tyrant's doom 

Smile at the menace of the ſlave of Rome. 

Each ſoul whom Truth cou'd fire, or Virtue move, 
Each breaſt ſtrong panting with it's country's love, 
All that to Albion gave the heart or head, 

That wiſely councell'd, or that bravely bled, 

All, all appear; on me they grateful ſmile, 

The well. ert U prize bf every Virtuons toil 

To me with filial reverence they bring, 

And hang freſh trophies o'er my honour'd fpring. 


© Ah! I remember well yon beachen ſpray, 
There Ab p is ON firſt tun'd his poliſh'd lay; 
"Twas there great Caro's form firſt met his eye, 
In all the pomp of free-born majeſty. . 
« My Son, he cry'd, obſerve this mein with awe, 
In ſolemn lines the ſtrong reſemblance draw; 
© The piercing notes ſhall ſtrike each Brzti/þ ear, 
* Each Britiſh eye ſhall drop the patriot tear ; 
And, rous'd to glory by the nervous ſtrain, 
* Each Youth ſhall ſpurn at Slav'ry's abject reign, 
Shall guard with Cato's zeal Britannia's laws, 
And ſpeak, and act, and bleed, in Freedom's cauſe.” 
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The Hero ſpoke, the Bard aſſenting bow'd, E 
The lay to liberty and Cato flow'd ; | . 
While Echo, as ſhe rov'd the vale along, 
Join'd the ſtrong cadence of his Roman ſong. 


*«« But ah! how Stillneſs ſlept upon the ground, 
How mute Attention check'd each riſing ſound ; 
Scarce ſtole a breeze to wave the leafy ſpray, 
Scarce trill'd ſweet Philomel her ſofteſt lay, 
When Lock walk'd muſing forth; ev'n now I view 
Majeſtic Wiſdom thron'd upon his brow, | 
View Candour {mile upon his modeſt cheek, 

And from his eye all Judgment's radiance break. 
"Twas here the Sage his manly zeal expreſt, 
Here ftript vain Falſhood of her gaudy veſt ; 
Here Truth's collected beams firſt fil d his mind, 

Ere long to burſt in bleſſings on mankind ; 


Ere long to ſhow to Reaſon's purged eye, 


* 


That NaTURE's FIRST BEST GIFT Was LIBERTY, 


« Proud of this wond”rous ſon, ſublime I ſtood, 
(While louder ſurges ſwell'd my rapid flood) 
Then vain 2s Niobe exulting cry'd, 

Iliſſus! roll thy fam'd Athenian tide ; 


Tho 
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Tho? Plato's ſteps oft mark'd thy TOE Hats; 
Tho? fair Lycæum lent it's awful ſhade, * 
Tho? ev'ry Academic green impreſt 
It's image full on thy refleting breaſt, 
Yet my pure ſtream ſhall boaſt as proud a name, 
And Britain's Is 1s flow with Attic fame. 


« Alas! how chang'd ! where now that Attic boaſt3 
See! Gothic Licence rage o'er all my coaſt. 
See! Hydra Faction ſpread it's impious reign, 
Poiſon each breaſt, and madden ev'ry brain. 
Hence frontleſs crouds that, not content to fright 
The bluſhing Cynthia from her throne of night, 
Blaſt the fair face of day ; and madly bold, 
To Freedom's foes infernal orgies hold ; 
To Freedom's foes, ah ! ſee the goblet crown'd ! 
Hear plaufive ſhouts to Freedom's foes reſound ! 
The horrid notes my refluent waters daunt, 
The Echoes groan, the Dryads quit their haunt ; 
Learning, that once to all diffus'd her beam, 
Now ſheds by ſtealth a partial private gleam 
In ſome lone cloiſter's melancholy ſhade, 
Where a firm few ſupport her ſickly head ; 
Deſpis'd, inſulted by the barb'rous train, 
Who ſcour like Thracia's moon-ſtruck rout the plain, 


Sworn 
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Sworn foes like them to all the Muſe approves, 
All Pheebus favours, or Minerva loves. 


« Are theſe the ſons my foſt'ring breaſt muſt rear? 
Grac'd with my name, and nurtur'd by my care, 
Muſt theſe go forth from my maternal hand 
To deal their inſults thro* a peaceful land, 

And boaſt, while Freedom bleeds and Virtue groans, 
That © [818 taught Sedition to her Sons?“ 

Forbid it heay*n ! and let my riſing waves 
Indignant ſwell, and whelm the recreant ſlaves, 

In England's cauſe their patriot floods employ, 

As Xanthus delug' d in the cauſe of Troy. 

Is this deny'd ? then point ſome fecret way 

Where far far hence theſe guiltleſs ſtreams may ſtray, 
Some unknown channel lend, where nature ſpreads 
Inglorious vales and unfrequented meads ; 

There, where a Hind ſcarce tunes his ruſtic ſtrain, 
Where ſcarce a Pilgrim treads the pathleſs plain, 
Content Pl! flow ; forget that e er my tide 

Saw yon majeſtic ſtructures crown its ſide; 

Forget that e er my rapt attention hung 

Or on the Sage's or the Poet's tongue, 

Calm and refign'd my humbler lot embrace, 

And pleas'd prefer oblivion to diſgrace.” 

| PROTOGENES 
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PROTOGENES- and APELLES.*. 


* (ALTERED yroOM PRIOR): --/ 


HEN Poets wrote, and Painters drr. 
As Nature pointed out the View; -- + 

Fre Gothick Forms were known in Greece. 

To ſpoil the well-proportioned Piece , 
And in our Verſe ere Monkiſh Rhimes + 1 
Had jangled their fantaſtie Chimes; 

Ere on the flow'ry land of Ryopes Oo] 
Thoſe Knights had fix'd their dull abodes, | 
Who knew not much to paint or write, 

Nor car'd to pray, nor dar'd to fight: 


NOT E. 


* The exquiſite humour, with which Prox has enlivened 
the plain Tale which he took from Pix r, it is hoped will not 
be much impaired by the following few alterations, attempted 
for no other purpoſe than to elucidate the original ſtory, 
which, it is thought, has not hitherto been perfectly under- 
ſtood; not from any defect in Prixy*'s Narrative, (as his laſt 
Tranſlator, M. Far.conetrt, would make us believe) but from 
the blunder of the old Commentators, and the inattention of 
the latter to the whole paſſage. The alterations are printed 
in Italics, and Prior's original lines at the bottom of the 
reſpective pages, ed CE I BBs 


PROTOGENES, 


4 
** * 
ies 
1 7 ” 
2s 
=” 
„ 
23 
vt 
: o oe 
„ » "df 
"* 
1 - 
0 
4 
* 


| 1 126 J 
ProToGEnts, Hiſtorians note, 
Liv'd there, a Burgeſs Scot and Lot; 
And, as old Pliny's Writings ſhow, 
AyPELLEzs did the ſame at Co. 
Agreed theſe points of time and place, 
Proceed We in the preſent caſe... 


Picqu'd by PRoToGENEs's fame, 


From Co to RnopEs APpELLEsS came; 
To ſee a Rival and a Friend, 

Prepar'd to cenſure, or commend, 
Here to abſolve, and there object, 

As art with candour might dire&. 

He fails, he lands, he comes, he rings, 
His ſervants follow with the things : 
Appears the Governante of th' houſe, 
For ſuch in Greece were much in uſe ;— 
If young or handſome, yea or no, 
Concerns not me, or thee, to know. 


Does Squire ProroozxNxSs live here? 
Ves, Sir, ſays ſhe, with gracious air, 
And curtſey low ; but juſt call'd out 
By Lords peculiarly devout ; 
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Who came on purpoſe, Sir, to borrow * 
Our Vznvus, for the feaſt to-morrow, 

To grace the church: Tis Venus day: 


hope, Sir, you intend to ſtay. 

To ſee our Venus: Tis the Piece 

The moſt renown'd throughout all Greece, 

So like th' original, they ſay ; 

hut I have no great ſkill that way. 

But, Sir, at ſix ('tis now paſt three) 

Drowo muſt take my Maſter's tea. 

At fix, Sir, if you pleaſe to come, 

| You'll find my Maſter, Sir, at home | J 


Tea, ſays a Critic, big with laughter, 
Was found ſome twenty ages after : 
Authors, before, they write, ſhould read. 
'Tis very true but we'll proceed. 


And, Sir, at preſent, wou'd you pleaſe 
To leave your name? Fair Maiden, yes. 
Reach me that Board. No ſooner ſpoke 
But done. With one judicious ſtroke, 


APELLES 
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* APELLES delicately drew 
A line, retiring from the view, 
And quick as ſportſmen draw their trigger, 
Produc'd a fine fore-ſporten'd figure. 
And will you pleaſe, ſweetheart, ſaid he, 
To ſhew your Maſter this from me ? 
By it he preſently will know, 
How Painters write their names at Co, 


He gave the pannel to the maid. 
Smiling and curt'ſing, Sir, ſhe ſaid, 
I ſhall not fail to tell my Maſter : 
And, Sir, for fear of all diſaſter, 
I'll keep it my own ſelf: Safe bind, 
Says the old Proverb, and ſafe find. 
So, Sir, as ſure as key or lock 
Your ſervant, Sir at ſix o'clock, 


Again at fix Ay8LLEs came; 
Found the ſame. prating civil Dame, 


* O'er the plain Ground ArzIIESs drew 
A Circle regularly true. | Prior. 
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gir, that my Maſter has been here, 

Will by the board itſelf appear. 

*If, in the ſeetch you choſe to draw, 

He found, you'll pardon me, @ flaw— 
And tried to make a nicer line, 

You muſt not think the fault was mine ; 
For he, raw man ! will have his way, 
(I'm fare 1 find it night and day) 

And <vhen *twas done, he bade me ſay, 
Thus write the Painters of this Iſle : 

Let thoſe of Co remark the ſtile. 


She faid ; and to his hand reſtor'd 
The rival pledge, the miſſive board. 
+APELLES ſaw @ truer ſtroke, 
Now here, now there, his own had broke ; 


* If, from the perfect line he ſound, 
He has preſum'd to ſwell the — Y 
Or colours on the draught to lay, 
Tis thus he order'd me to ſay. 


+ Upon the happy line was laid 
Such obvious light, ſuch eaſy ſhade 
That Paris“ Apple ſtood confeſs'd, 
Or Leda's Egg, or Cloe's Breaſt, 


Vor. III. 1 


This 
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This gave the Artiſt a new hint, 
With pencil of a different tint, 

Th trace, o er both the lines together, 
A third, more elegant than either. 
And by its ſubtle interſection, 

He brought the drawing to perfect ion. 


The Coax now review'd the piece 
And live, ſaid he, the Arts of Greece 
Howe'er PRoTOGENEs and [ 

May in our rival talents vie; 

Howe'er our works may have expreſs'd 
Who trueſt drew, or coloured beſt— 
When he beheld my flowing line, 

He found at leaſt I could deſign, 

* But now Þwve made it quite complete ; 
T truft *twill cauſe us ſoon to meet. 

It did. Protogenes beheld 

The Sketch, and own'd himſelf excell'd. 
| Then to the port he ran in haſte 

Aud claſp'd with friendly arms his gueſt. 


And from his artful round I grant _ 
That he with perſe& {kill can paint. 
APZLLzs view'd the finiſh'd piece. 
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The dulleſt genius cannot fail 

To find the moral of my tale; 

That the diſtinguiſhed part of men, 

With compaſs, pencil, ſword, or pen, 

Shou'd in life's viſit leave their name 

In characters, which may proclaim, 

That they with ardour ſtrove to raiſe 

At once their arts, and country's praiſe, 

+A4nd free from envy, ſpleen, and ſpite, 

Tock each their patriotic flight ; 

Like the two worthies of my ſtory, 

On mutual plumes, to mutual glory. 


— _______—_ 


+ And, in their Working, took great care, 
That all was full, and round, and fair. 
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Explanatory of the foregoing Alterations. 


1. 


ArzLL ES delicately drew 
A Line, retiring from the View, &c. 


HAT the effort of AyzLLEs, which PLiny thus 
deſcribes—* 4brepto Penicillo Lineam duxit ſummæ 
tenuitatis per tabulam”'—was a ſingle Outline; or, as 
Durand expreſſes it Un Defſein au fimple trait,” — 
(of which there are many Examples in the Drawings of 
M. Angelo, Raffaelle, and others of the Italian School) 
has been a Matter long decided; and that it neither re- 
preſented a perfect Circle, according to PRIOR, (who 
probably borrowed that Idea from PeRauLT) or any 
other accurate Geometrical Figure, cannot reaſonably be 
conjectured. But Puiny afterwards tells us, that this 
Deſign, after AyELLEs had drawn it, and ProTo- 
GENES had retouched it; and finally, when ArELLEs 
had perfected it, exhibited tres lineas viſum effugientes :* 


— 


3 


* DuRAND tranſlates this phraſe, © Trois deſeines au ſimple 
* trait & de Ja derniere fineſſe gue eſchappoient la vue par leur 
t ſubtilite,”” This paraphraſe gives us the idea of three defign» 
faintly expreſſed, ſo as to be almoſt inviſible : M. Farcoxer 


takes it in the ſame ſenſe, and accordingly ridieules the = 
whuc 
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which has led me to conclude, that the original Draw- 
ing was that of a fore-ſhortened Figure, becauſe I think 
no words can better expreſs this technical Term than 
thoſe which the Author has here uſcd, and which there- 
fore, I have literally tranſlated. If this Opinion be ad- 
mitted, it will make the Conteſt between the two 
Painters what it ſhould be; becauſe, to fore-ſhorten a 
Figure accurately, though it may not be one of the 
greateſt Beauties, is certainly. one of the greateſt Diffi- 
cultics, of the Art: the Drawing in queſtion would 
therefore be principally admired by Artiſts, as PL INV 
tells us it was—omnium quidem ſed Artificum præcipue 
miraculo, If L am aſked to produce a Paſſage, where 
the Author has uſed the ſame 'Terms to imply the ſame 
Thing, I can only reply, that PLIx v, when in a ſubſe- 
quent Paſſage he deſcribes a Picture of a Sacrifice by 
Pavs1as, in which there was an Ox extremely fore- 
ſhortened, makes uſe of a much longer Periphrafis— 
Luum longitudinem Bowis eſtendere velit advorſum eum 
pinxit non tranſevorſum et abunde intelligitur magnitudo. 
Modern Writers, it is certain, deal more in technical 
Terms than the Ancients did, and I ſuſpect that if there 
had been in Latin a technical Term for what Engliſh 
Painters call fore-fbortened, and the French en Raccourf,, 
Prixr would have thought it too inelegant, if not too 
inexpreſſive, for his uſe; for a good Writer, treating 
on any particular Art for public Information, avoids 


the uſe of ſuch Terms as Practitioners in the Art have 
invented, 


II. | 


And tried to make a nicer line. 


Subtilitas and Tenuitas are the two Words which 
| I 3  PLINnr 
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PL1ny uſes, as it ſhould ſeem ſynonimouſly, to deſcribe 
the elegance of the Lines which the two Painters alter. 
nately drew. Du Pi ES, in his Vie de Peintres, juſtly 
remarks, that they relate not ſo much to the Lines 
themſelves, as to the Intelligence of the Art with which 
they were traced. I have put the Epithet nicer here in 
the mouth of the Servant, as the 'Term ſhe would be 
likely to uſe to expreſs that Idea, 


III. 
To trace o' er both the Lines together, 


Tunis laſt exertion of APELLEs, PLiny deſcribes 
thus: Zertio colore lineas ſecuit nullum relinguens jubtili- 
tati locum. The older Commentators firſt imagining 
that Linea meant merely what Writing-Maſters call a 
fine Hair-Stroke, naturally ehough, yet ſurely abſurdly, 
concluded, that the Skill of the two Artiſts conſiſted in 
dividing the firſt into two finer Hair-Strokes. Had 
they only adverted to a ſucceeding Paragraph of PIIxx 
which informs us, that this Artiſt made it his practice 
every Day, Lineam ducere, (whence the Proverb, Null 
dies fine linea) they muſt have diſcovered that Linea 
here ſignified an Outline or Contour, and conſequent!y 
that one Outline might cut another tranſverſly, but not 
directly through the Middle, by which no Deſign what- 
eyer could be either altered or improved. If any Per- 
ſon, unſkilled in Drawing, caſts his Eye on the fac: mil 
Etchings of BAR TOLOZzZzI from GueRCino, he vil 
have a clear Conception of this Matter, If however he 
ſaw the firſt Sketch of any Maſter, corrected twice with 
Ink of two different Colours, the thing would be more 
evident; for PLiny tells us three differently — 

en 


. 


Pencils were employed by Ar ELI ES and Pao roczx S 
in this conteſt. 


IV. 


It did. PRo roc ENES beheld, &c. 


wWuar is here inſerted, is almoſt a mere tranſcript 
from Pliny —ProToOGENEs victum ſe confeſſus ad 
portum devolavit Hoſpitem quærens. 


V. 


And free from Enyy, &c. 
As the two laſt Lines of Pxiox's Moral did not per- 


fectly correſpond with the Story, as now told, it is 


hoped that the four inſerted in their Place will convey 


an equally good Meaning to every Profeſſor of this 
and all the reſt of the Liberal Arts. 
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MATHAI CASIMIRI* 


Ode III. Lib. II. 


ONORA buxi filia ſutilis, 
Pendebis alta, barbite, populo, 
Dum ridet aer, et ſupinas 
Sollicicat levis aura frondes. 
Te fihilantis lenior halitus, 
Perflabit Euri: me juvet interim, 
Collum reclinaſſe, et virenti 
Sic temere jacuiſſe ripa. 
Eheu ! ſerenum quæ nebulz tegunt 
Repente cœlum! quis ſonus imbrium } 
Surgamus, Heu ſemper fugaci 
Gaudia præteritura paſſu! 
ODE 


N O RE. 


This elegant little Ode was attempted to be tranſlated 
not only on account of its lyrical excellence, but alſo becauſe 
the inſtrument deſcribed in it ſeemed not to be merely 3 
fancied Poetieal Lyre, but the real Harp of EoLvs invented by 
ATuANaASIus KiRCHER, (ſee Note to Ode III. Page 27, of = 


, % 
WH _ 
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ODE or CASIMIR 


TRANSLATED. 


QWEET Harp, of well-fram'd Box the vocal child | 
Here ſhalt thou hang on this tall poplar's ſpray, 


While ether ſmiles, and breezes mild N 
Amid its pendant foliage play. 


Eurus ſhall here, but borne on ſofteſt wing, 
Whiſper and pant thy warbling chords among, 
While pleas'd my careleſs limbs I fling 
On this green bank, and mark thy ſong —— 
But lo ! what ſudden clouds veil the blue ſkies ! 
What ruſhing ſound of rain! Riſe we with ſpeed— 
Ah always thus, ye light-wing'd joys, 
Ye fly, and ere poſſeſs'd are fled ! 


firſt Vol. of theſe Poems). This conjecture, it is preſumed, 
will not appear improbable, when it is added that Casgruin 
and Kincugr were Jeſuits and contemporaries. The mention 1 
of Eurus rather than Zephyrus, as a wind more proper to Ai 
produce the ſound, and the other circumſtance of hanging it on | 
a high tree, all ſeem to favour this notion, which, if admitted, 
gives an added and appropriate beauty to the delicate 


original, | 
SONG 


— 138 J 


SONG of HAROLD the Valiant.“ 


J. 
Y ſhips to far Sicilia's coaſt 
Have row'd their rapid way, 
While in their van my well-man'd barque 
Spread wide her ſtreamers gay. 
Arm'd on the poop, myſelf a hoſt, 
I ſeem'd in glory's orb to move— 
Ah, Harold! check the empty boaſt, 
A Ruſſian maiden ſcorns thy love, 


NOTE. 


The original of this Song is preſerved in an old Icelandic 
Chronicle, called Knytlinga Saga. It was tranflated by Bars 


THOLINUS into Latin, and from him into French by M. 


MaLLsT in his Introduction al' Hiſtoire de Dannemarc. 
Vol. II. Page 287. of the Northern Antiquities, taken from 
the above work, gives it in Engliſh Proſe under the title of 
an Ode of HaroLD the Valiant. He was a Norwegian Prince 
in the middle of the eleventh century. See alſo five pieces 
of Runic Poetry publiſhed by Dr. Pracr. It was verſified 
with a view of being inſerted in an Introduction to a pro- 
jected Edition of an Hiſtory of Engliſh Poetry (ſee Memoirs 
of Gray, laſt Edit. Vol. IV. P. 143) and was meant to be a 

| ſpecimen of the firſt Ballad (properly ſo called) now cxtant 


of northern origin, 
. To 
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II. 
To fight the foe, in early youth, 
I march'd to Drontheim's field ; 
Numbers were theirs, but valour ours, 
Which forc'd that foe to yield. 
This right hand made their King a ghoſt : 
His youthful blood now ftains the grove— 
Ah, Harold ! check the empty boaſt, 
A Ruſſian maiden ſcorns thy love, 


III. 
Rough was the ſea, and rude the wind, 
And ſcanty were my crew; 
Billows on billows o'er our deck 
With frothy fury flew ; 
Deep in our hold the waves were toſt, 
Back to their bed each wave we drove 
Ah, Harold! check the empty boaſt, 
A Ruſſian maiden ſcorns thy love. 


IV. 
What feat of hardihood ſo bold 
But Harold wots it well ? 
I curb the ſteed, I ſtem the flood, 
I fight with falchion fell ; 
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The oar I ply from coaſt to coaſt, 
On ice with flying ſkates I rove 
Ah, Harold! check the empty boaſt, 
A Ruſſian maiden ſcorns thy love. 


V. 
Can ſhe deny, the blooming maid, 
For ſhe has heard the tale, 
When to the South my troops I led, 
The fortreſs to aflail ? 
How, while my proweſs thinn'd the hoſt, 
Fame bade the world each deed approve 
Ah, Harold! check the empty boaſt, 
A Ruſſian maiden ſcorns thy love, 


VI. 
On Norway's cloud-cap'd mountains bred, 
17 Whoſe ſons are bow-men brave, 
= J dar'd, a deed that peaſants dread, 
| To plow old Ocean's wave ; 
By tempeſt driven, by dangers croſt, 
Thro' wild, unpeopl'd climes to rove 
Ah, Harold! check the empty boaſt, 
A Ruſſian maiden ſcorns thy love. 


S O NG. 
J. 
HEN firſt I dar'd by ſoft ſurpriſe 


To breathe my Love in FLavia's ear, 
I ſaw the mixt ſenſations riſe 
Of trembling joy, and pleaſing fear; 
Her cheek forgot its roſy hue, 
For what has Art with Love to do? 


II. 
But ſoon the crimſon glow return'd, 
Ere half my Paſſion was expreſt, 
The eye that clos'd, the cheek that burn'd, 
The quiv'ring lip, the panting breaſt 
Shew'd that ſhe wiſh'd or thought me true, 
For what has Art with Love to do? 


III. 
Ah! ſpeak, I cry'd, thy ſoft aſſent: 
She ſtrove to ſpeak, ſhe could but figh ; 
A glance, more heav'nly eloquent, 
Left language nothing to ſupply, 


7 


Still, ſtill your ſex's wiles purſue, 
Such tricks ſne leaves to Art and Vou. 


1 3 
She preſt my hand with fervour new; 
For what has Art with Love to do? 


IV. 
Ye practis'd Nymphs, who form your charms 
By Faſhion's rules, enjoy your {kill ; 
Torment your Swains with falſe alarms, 
And, ere you cure, pretend to kill: 


V. 
Secure of Native powers to pleaſe, . 
My FLav1a ſcorns all mean pretence | 
Her form is elegance and eaſe, 
Her ſoul is truth and innocence ; 
And theſe, O heartfelt extacy ! 
She gives to Honour, Love, and Me. 


Fuly 11, 1765, 


A 


LYRICAL DRAMA 


IN THREE ACTS. 


Spirat adhuc amor, 
Vivuntque commiſſi calores 
Eoliæ fidibus Puellæ. ; | | 
Hor, Ode 9, Lib. 4: | 


PERSONS or TH DRAMA, 


SAPPHO. 
Praon, WE. 2: 

 Acenor, a noble Sicilian, father to Dors. 
Doxrs. |. 


Lycipas in love with Dok ls. 
ARETHUSA, a Naiad. 
Statue of Hymen animated. 


SCENE SICIL?, 


{ - * f 

N. B. The types in the following pages are arranged 
in the manner of MzTasTaT1o's Operas, Paris Edit. 1755, 
in order to diſtinguiſh the Airs, Duectts, &c. from the Reci- 


1 tative. 


PRELIMINARY SCENE. 
VENUS and CUPID end or enter. 


CUPID. 
ROM thy own Cyprus, Goddeſs ! on the wing 
Of duteous zeal I meet thee ; from the Ile 
Where ev'ry gale breaths love, where ev'ry ſhade 
Weaves a cloſe canopy for fond defire 
To revel in unſated; where each ſtream, 
That leads its mazy filver thro' the mead, 
Murmurs a ſtrain of liquid minſtrelſy 
Soft as the Dorian Lute. | 
Ven. But not ſo ſweet 
As Sayrno's Leſbian Lyre, and this to hear 
I now invite thee. Come, my Son, with me 
Receive harmonious incenſe from that Lyre ; 
Hear the ſweet ſuppliant, and unite with mine 
Thy power (if Jove and his ſtern fates permit) 
In aid of her diſtreſs. 
Cup. Declare the cauſe. 
Vor. III. 


K 


Hen, 
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Ven. Thou doſt remember, (for this penſile orb 
Has not as yet been circled by the ſun 
With anayal.radiance) ſince we both were maſk'd 
In ſhapes of mortal mould, and minded both 
To paſs the Cydnus : near the further bank 
There lay a rude and homely fiſher boy 
Stretch'd on his ruſh-wove float,. with hook and line 
*Guiling the fiſh that ſcudded thro” the ſtream, 
We call'd him to us, and with willing ſpeed 
He left his lures and to the diſtant ſhore 
Gave us ae waftage : with his manner pleas'd 
And unſchool'd curtecy, as ſoon as landed, 
I ſtood confeſt the Goddeſs ; bade him aſk 
What wond' rous boon he pleas'd, and my full power 
Should inſtant grant it: the fond youth aſk'd Beauty; 
Beauty ſupreme, to ſtrike the dulleſt ſenſe, 
And melt the coldeſt boſom. 
Cup: True, he did, | 
And ftill my recollection marks the change 
With pleaſure mix*d with wonder; his brown forehead, 
Which the hot ſun had parch'd and freckled o'er, 
Quick took a Parian' poliſh. His rude locks, | 
That ſtood in briſtly tangles round his head, 
Now ſmoothly flow'd in hyacinthine rings, 
| | Mantling 


CNT 
Mantling his'neck and ſhoulders; downy crimſon 
Soft ned his ruſtic ruddineſs of cheek ; . 
His eye glanced tenderneſs; his ſmile breath'd love. 
Meanwhile the Graces at thy bidding came, 
And from their facred alabaſter vaſe 
Shed that bleſt unguent, which to all his limbs 
(Accordant to proportion's faultleſs law) 
Gave new dimenſions, only ſeen before 
In ſhapes of heav*nly frame.—But to the tale, 
Ven, Chang'd as he was, the Youth repair'd to Leſbos, 
Where SayPHo ſaw, and, need T add, ador'd him. 
For, Cur ip, well thou know'ſt, the tender 1 . 
That Poeſy inſpires, is very wax 
To Beauty's piercing ray: the blooming boy, 
More raptur'd with her lyre than with her form, 
Feign'd real paſſion; ſwore eternal truth. 
Yet ſcarce the waning moon had heard his vows, 
Ere all thoſe vows were broke, and perjur'd Py aon 
Parted for Sicily ; where now he reigns | 
Here like ourſelves, my Son, all-abſolute, 
| Conquering each heart he liſts, nor needs thy ſhafts 
To aid his victories. 
Cup. But what of SayyHo ? 
Ven. Diſconſolate ſhe ſought the darkling grove, 


 K2 - Where 


Wails to the lll ning fines; and join'd her plains 
With kindred notes as ſweetly querulous. 

And oft her band v buld W the trees 
Sad madrigals, the which my pitying doves 
Stole from the ſtems and bore to Pn aon's eye, 


But all in vain: at length, to court my aid, 
Hither ſhe bends her courſe. Ev'n while I ſpeak, 
I ſpy her glittering Bark : ſee, o'er the waves 

It rides with fay'ring gale ! Our place be now 
The middle region, where enſhrin'd in clouds 
We'll hear the vot'ry and accept her prayer. 


LT aſcend. 


NOT 2. 


The above ſeene is not to be conſidered as effential to the 
Drama as it now ſtands; it was written many years before as 2 
firſt ſcene, when the Author intended to throw the ſtory into 
the form of a Maſque; in which a part only (and that a 
ſmall one) was meant to be ſet to Muſic. It is now inſerted 
as a previous narrative of what is fabled concerning the cauſe 
of PHAON'S ſuperior beauty, (ſee Elian. Var. Hiſt. B. 12. C. 18.) 
and thereſore in the cloſet may be read, by way of what 
our old Dramatiſts called an induction to the Drama itſell, 


though not a neceſſary part of it. 


SAPPHO. 


S APP H O. 


Aer 8CENS 5... q 


A Grove with a view open to the ſea on one fide, and an 
elegant Temple dedicated to Venus on the other. While | 
the Overture is performing, a fplendid Barge appears 1 
on the ſea bearing Sappho and ber attendants from 9 
Leſbos ; they land, and approach the Temple 5 when 
Sappho takes her Lyre from her principal attendant, and 
frrikes it in accompanyment to her woice. 


S APPH O. 
MMORTAL Vaxus! power benign! 
* From this thy gayly-glittering ſhrine, 
Daughter of Jove, thy vot'ry hear! 
O, ſxill'd in each deluſive art, 
That beſt beguiles the love - Iorn heart, 
Defend thy Sap a0 from deſpair ! 
Come with ſuch willing haſte, 
As oft thou cam'ſt before, | 
| K 3 When 
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When thy light car thy — bore 
Throꝰ the cœrulian vaſt, © 1 
Forth from thy mighty Sire's refulgent Hall 
Swift on their little duſky wings they flew, 
Propitious to my call, 
And gave thee to my dazzell'd yiew. 
Raptur'd I mark'd each radiant grace, 
That beam'd in thy celeſtial face; 
Ia thee ſmile ; I heard thy tongue 
The ſoft conſoling ſtrain prolong; 
What from my power would Sarrno 4 
«« Who ſcorns thy flame ? 
What wayward boy | 
60 Diſdains to N thee joy for joy ? h 
" Soon ſhall he court the bliſs he flies 3 
thy Soon beg the boon he now denies, | 
And, haſt'ning back to love and the, 
« Repay the wrong with extacy.., _ 
Ah, gentle Goddeſs ! once again 
Repeat the ſoft conſoling ſtrain: 
My Queen, my patroneſs, my friend, 
Agan thy powerful influence lend ; 


( 51 J 
Relieve me from theſe dire alarms;* + ++ 1 #7 
And give my PRAOxN to my arms1#' 1 


[The Hymn ended, ſhe takss from another of ber attendants 
two Doves, and with the reft of her train enters the 
Temple. ] 


3:2 4.5 #9 eee 
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a0 EN OR. Do! HA 
Dor. In pity hear _ 5 ſa 68 
Ag. No, my ſoul's reſolved ; 

I will not yield to this proud Leſbian youth | 
Thy beauty, or my wealth. 

Der. Nor do I hope it, 

Ag. Why then admit vain PuAOx to thy bower ? 
Der. In duty to the Goddeſs of this Fane, | 
1 muſt admire the form ſhe made ſo fair ; 1 . 
On whom ſhe laviſh'd more enchanting grace 4 
Than decke d her own Adonis. aka 
As. And * of 1 5946 4 þ | ers 
Ev'n for the gloſs : er Varniſh of complexion, , 


"Yi; 
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„This firſt ſcene is a free Tranſlation of SAPPRO' s Hymn 
to Vxxvs preſerved by Dion vsꝛus. 
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1s virtuous Ly CI DAS, with coy diſdain, 
Baniſh'd thy preſence. f 


But mark my words; I led thee here to mark them. 


Recall the word. 


Jove, when he ſwears by ſable Styx, not bindy 


{ age J 


Dor. To the Shepherd's merit 
I give my heart's eſterm. 

Ag. *Tis a cold tribute: 
The youth deſerves thy love, and once poſſeſt it. 


Lo! at this Fane I ſwear, not to ſurvive 
The day thou wed'ſt with PN AOR. 
Dor. Deareſt Sire ! 


Ag. Daughter, the vow is made; 


His oath more firmly. 
Dor. Hear me but a moment 
Ag. Away—diſcard all duty—marry PAO 
Yet, in the hour of tranſport, Do xis, know 
A Father's death ſhall turn thy bliſs to woe. 
The furies from their Hell ſhall ſtart, 
And thunder to thy trembling heart, 
That then thy Father died; 
Shall daſh with guilt and ſhame the hour, 
When Puaox to the nuptial bower 
Leads thee, a willing bride, 
[Exit Agencr. 
SCENE 


* 
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SCENE II. 


DORIS. 
Tremendous threat! yet juſtly given to her, 
Who, tho' ſhe knows the force of filial duty, 
Knows the dear tribute due to Githful love; 
To both maſt hve a debtor. © Death alone 
Muſt aid me. Crimes we onght, yet cannot, hate 
Are only cancell'd by the ſtroke of Fate. 
Ye virgin ſhades, relieved from pain, 
That in Elyſian vallies rove ! 
Ah! take me to your penfive train, 
Victims like me of hopeleſs love! 
Lead to the glades where, ſoftly flow, 
Oblivious Lethe ſteals along: 


There let me join your warbling woe, 
Or ſigh reſponſive to your ſong. 
[Exit Doris. 


LYCIDAS, and afterwards SAPPHO, from the Temple. 


| flies me, | 
Perchance 
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He. Stay, Nymph! the hears me not —0or hearing 
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Perchance, to follow PR aon. O my ſpear, 
That oft haſt on the felon wolf repaid 
His outrage on my fold, prepare thy point 
To quell a baſer robber 
Sap. What is this? 
A youth of wild demeanor: yet, methinks, 
He has not long been thus. His eye, tho' fir d 
Wich rage, has yet a tenderneſs withal, 
That ſpeaks his boſom gentle. Hapleſe youth, 
Perhaps, the nymph he loves has been unkind! + 
What if I queſtion him? ſtay, courteous ſwain ! 
A ftranger ſues thy converſe, - | 
He. Thou'rt a woman; 
I have forſworn the ſex, 
Sap. Tis as I fear'd ; 
Love has done this; yet hear me, tho' a woman, 
I never did thee wrong: in pity tell me 
Where Leſbian Pax aon ſojourns, 
Lyc. Praon, ſayſt thou? | 
O that this ſpear were buried in his breaſt ! 
Sap. Venus forbid! what wouldſt thou murder 
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Praon? 


FP Bee. I would, but dare not; leſt a deadlier frown 
. From Donis ſhould avenge the righteous blow. 


Sas. 
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Sap. And loves he DoRx Is? 
Lyc. That his trait'rous heart 
Can only tell: enough for me to know, 


Diſdains my virtuous paſſion. Gratious Gods! 


Is there not thunder in the ſky ? - n gt ! 
Lightning, of pale and livid glare, 
Prepar'd the perjur'd breaſt to tear, 


Fall then, dread meteors, from above! 
Ye whirlwinds ruſh z ye tempeſts growl ; 
And wreck on Px aon's impious ſoul, 
The fury of offended Jove!. 


6 C EAN H v. 


8 APP H O. 
Ah, I have heard enough! he loves another; 
And ſhe (as needs ſne muſt; ſo abſolute 
His beauty's ſov'reignty) returns his paſſion. 


That Dok is, won by his delufive wile s 


Why ſleeps your vengeanoe? why, at truth's juſt call, 
Does not deſtructionꝰs bolt on falſehood fall? 1on + 4d 


And prove that Juſtice reigns on high? 


[Exit Lycidas. ON 


1 look'd for this; and therefore did I bring, 
FER | Lodg'd 


As. As tt ts A ts A tt gi 
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Lodg'd in my bark, the veſtments of a ſhepherd, 
In theſe I'll veil my ſex; adieu my lyre! 
Tho ſweeter than the harp, than gold more dear,# 
Awhile muſt I reſign thee; and inform 
The liquid languor of Sicilian reed 
To breathe as I inſpire ! vet if the powers, 
That Phœbus gives me, like their Author prove, 
With this I'll woo; I'll win my rivals love. 
Parent of Harmony deſcend! — 
The Muſe's and the Lover's friend ; 
Thro' melodies meand'ring tide 
Let ſenſe and found united glide ; 
Link in thy ſympathetic chain 
The tendꝰ reſt thought, the ſofteſt ſtrain z 
And lead the touching tones along 
Thro' ev'ry melting mood of ſong ; 
So ſhall the tuneful conteſt prove, 
That Muſic rules the realms of Love. 
Exit Sabi. 


NOT E. 


# Hond mandides adopadac ape n 
Xpvow xpeoolige. 

Frag. Seprhas ap. Demet. Phalereum. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE Vt. 


Changes to an encloſed lawn with a win in ; obs centre 


ornamented with feſtoons of flowers. Enter 
PH A O N. 
This is her bower; and this the time agreed. 
Donis was ever punktua to the moment; 16K 
Nay ev'n forewent it : ſhould the fail me now, 
My careleſs heart tells me it well could brock 
A longer abſence; lovely as ſhe is, 
And unenjoy'd, I feel already ſated. 
Ah, rapt'rous Say HO! wherefore did J leave thee ! 
Thine was a ſoul of fire. Others can love, 
But not like thee : this Dox is owns a paſſion, 
But thou alone couldſt feel it: Joy i in her, 
In thee was extacy. I leſt thy arms 
To gain freſh taſte for their ſuperior charms. 
The bee, that roves round every field, 
And ſips the balm that each beſtows, 
For ſweets, that common cowſlips yield, 
Reſigns the nectar of the roſe; 
But, when the tranſient feaſt is o'er, 
He ſeeks the roſe he left behind, 
And finds, in the forſaken flower, 


Both Nectar and Ambroſia join'd. 
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But ſee where Dok is comes: health to Wk: 
And love, and tranſport ! 1 * 1 0 
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el gi vm ui ui Mur: 
| DORIS; PH AON. 
Dor. Rather fear, and torture; 
For theſe alone poſſeſs the heart of DoR Is. 
Pha. What? when I meet thee! when thy Pu Ao 
lips 03+ | 
Print, on this hand, this fervent ſeal of love! 
Dor. Forgoe the hand, that never mult be thine : 


A father's frowng=-/ 


Pba. Weigb'd with his FT . 
Are light as air to PHaon : ſuch to thee 
Should be thoſe frowns, when weigh'd with Pr aon's love, 

Dor. If Pn lov'd me with a worthy 
He would not counſel thus. | 

Pha. When filial — 55 : 

Contends, as now it mn. with faithful BEI, 
One muſt be ſcorn'd: 

Dor. But Doxis has a heart, 

(And hence ariſes all her miſery} 


— ＋ 


That can ſcorn neither. Lom A 


1 8 1 


Pha. Then the love of Paus 8 
Has not that force, that intereſt in thy boſomy.. 
He once had cauſe to hope. 


Dor. Cruel! it has; 2 
Thou know ſt it has; thou hear'ſt it in my ſighs ; 
Thou ſee' ſt it in my tears; my voice declares it. 

Go with the pleas'd conviction, that thy charms 
Have made poor Do&1s wretched ; place her name 
The laſt, the lowlieſt in the ſuff ring liſt, 

Thy beauty has enſlav'd : let Leſbian Sa y RO 
Hold, as ſhe ought, the higheſt. 

Pha. Jealouſy, - bao 2 2994 
Not duty, there prompted the cold reproef. 

Der. I meant not to reprove thee 3 would to heav'n, 
That never from that Say PHO's am'rous breaſt; 
Thy faith had parted ! then I had not ſeen thee, 
And had not been undone. - No father's frown 
(As now it does) had ſpread confuſion round me: 
No virtuous lover mourn'd my cruelty, 

But, as it is, thy pity I implore, 
Uitting thoſe charms I ever muſt adore. 
"Tis duty, PHaon, bids me fly 
The heav'n of ſmiles, that decks thy face, 
And ev'ry more than mortal grace, 
That triumphs in thy eye. | 


[ 16a 1 


Yet mem'ry ev'ry gran and mis 
And theſe, till life's vain dream be o'er, 
My ſorrows ſhall beguile. 
| wren Crit Doris, 


SCENE VIE + 
PHAON. 
She goes, in hope I ſhoul@ purſue her ſtep 
To her ftern father's preſence; and, with prayer, 
And bended knees, and ſupplicating hands, 
Implore a boon, that I tan gain without it. 
No, Leſbian Poeteſs! AroLLo's daughter! 
Puaox, whoſe charms once freely won thy heart, 
Diſdains the thought. And thou, bright Qyeen of Love! 
Who gav'ſt me Beauty to ſupport thy rein 
Shalt find that gift was not beſtow'd in vain. 
From fair to fair in ev'ry idle, | | 
That lifts its foreſts from the wave, 
P'l rove, their beauties to inſlave ; 
The coyly grave, 
The freely gay, 


L 161 J. 

Shall each be victims to my ſmile: 

I'll woo them all, perplex, beguile, 
Poſleſs; and fling the toys away. 


Too long has woman wore the crown, 
And rul'd with love's reſiſtleſs power: 
"Tis time, that man ſhould have his hour, 
To reign a tyrant in his turn. 


$0 ſhall the ſwains, that dayly ſigh. - 
With unavailing paſſion true, 
In PHaon their avenger views 

And hail his am'rous victory. 


NOTE. 


} * This air is meant tu be ſet «s Rendrav, and the firſt eight 


Ines repeated. 


BND OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 


A Grove near the Houſe of Agenor. 


AGENOR, DORIS, LYCIDAS, 


Ag. Hence from my ſight ! or with repentant ſpeed 
Reſtore thy heart to Lx 1D AS. 
Dor. My hand, 
('Tis all I can) I yield him. 
Ag. See, the Swain 
With virtuous pride diſclaims it ! 
Lyc. Not from pride, 
But grief, Ac NOR, I decline a gift, 
That Donis yields ſo coldly. 
Dor. Take it, youth, 
And know, tho' PR aon claims my adoration, 
. He ne'er ſhall be thy rival. If his charms 
Surpaſs, (as ſure they do) whate'er is human, 
May I not pay to him that tribute chaſte, 
We give to bright Arol Lo? 
c. But his heart, 


3c 
Wayward and falſe ; his bold licentious tongue; 
Does that beſpeak 8 ? 
Az. If fo, a 
'Tis ſuch as frights us in the Satyr troop, 
That follow Faunus, or the Cyclops rude, 
Which oft, at eve, from Etna's burning womb 
Are ſeen to climb, and cool them on yon cliff, 
Carolling ſtrains uncouth. 
He. Or boldly daring, 
Like ruthleſs Poly pheme, to lure the faich 
Of one more heav'nly fair than ele 
From one, as true as Acis. 
Dor. Happleſs youth! 
Mach do I pity thee, and much myſelf. 
Yet all I can, in offering here my hand, 
I give thee, Ah! my Father, check thy frowns. 
Ag. Away! my ſoul thy perfidy diſowns. 
Fly to the Leſbian Traytor, fly ! 
Forſake the Manſion of thy Sire: 
From fair Sicilia's plains retire, 
And take an exile's deſtiny. 
The dower of penury and pine, 
Giv'n by a Father's curſe, be thine! 


— and Doris exeunt di Ferent ways.] 
| 'L2 | SCENE 


1 164 1 


LYCIDAS. 
u* AczxoR, ſtay! my heart releaſes Dox is 


He hears me not. Ah, loſt, loſt Ly cipas! | 
And, if he heard thee, could'ſt thou yield the nympk 
To impious PH aon ? lov'd as thou haſt been, 
Canſt thou, reflecting on that love, reſign 
That blifs to him, which ſhould alone be thine ? 
Ah! how the hours, on golden plume, 
Flew lightly o'er this fragrant ſhade, 
Where, with my lovely Dok is laid, 
T cropt the roſe, and woodbine's bloom, 
To weave a garland for her head. 
O cruel change! the tempeſts lour ! 
The roſes droop, the woodbines fade ! 
Falſchood and fraud have ſeiz'd the bower, 
And robb'd me of my darling maid ! 


| 
} 
k | From all her vows, ſo thou forgiv'ſt her crime; 


SCENE HI. 
| : 25 LYCIDAS, SAPPHO ( diſguiſed as 4 Shepherd) 
x | | Sab. Shepherd, I kindly greet thee! 


He. 


— 65 1 
He. hence what art thou? 
Methinks I made acquaintayee with thy face 
This morning near the Temple; but thy garb 
Then ſpoke thee female. 
Sap. True; and fuch I am, 
A nymph of Lemnos. 
Lyc. Thy reſplendent galley 
Gllttering with ſtreamers, and thy numerous train 
Beſpoke thee noble. 
Sap, True ; but what avails 
Or birth, or wealth, when love, when blifs is loſt ; 
When Pa aon has deceiv'd me? 
Lyc. Heav*ns! another 
Inthrall'd as Dox is? 
Sap. Les, and to releaſe 
Dox1s from thraldom, to avenge myſelf 
And blaſt his perfidy, I maſk me thug 
In man's attire, Conduct me ſwift to Dox ls. 
Lyc. Ah! what will that avail? 
Sap. Know, gentle ſwain, 
I boaſt no vulgar (kill in minſtrelſy, 
And mean by that to win her heart from PH aon, 
And make it mine. That done, from ſuch a bond 
(My ſex declar'd) thou ſhalt thyſelf reclaim 
That truant heart, and fix it thine for ever. 


Lz He. 
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He. Tmpoſiib'e! ye Gods, that I could hope it! 
O! ſhe too madly doats on Pa aon's beauty; 
Yet thou art beauteous too ; and in thy eye 
There ſits a ſoft and modeſt tenderneſs, 
Which more, methinks, ſhould move a virgin's mind, 
Than Pa aon's wanton glances, Wen A 2 
Sap. Not on that | 
Shall I depend, which had not power to keep a 
My Pu so faithful; but my ſurer hope 


Springs from my ſoul, and its enchanting art; 
Which, while it ſooths, inflames each hearer's heart. 
Whate'er of ſacred magic reigns 


In verſe and heav*n-born harmony, 


I mix in my melodious ſtrains : 


AroLLo hears me from his ſky ; 
Thro' Muſic's maze he guides the ſong, 
Obſequious to my tuneful call; 
Now lifts the ſwelling ſounds along; 
Now ſinks in a pathetic fall, 

Lyc. Never till now did my rapt ear imbibe 
Such ſtrains celeſtial : the tun'd ſpheres themſelves, 
That o'er our heads ring their immortal chime, 
To the bleſt Gods give not more extacy, 

Than thou to Lycipas ! It muſt ſucceed, 


Come 
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To the fair bower, which Dokis haunts at noon. 
SCENE IV. 


Changes to another part of the Grove. 


AGENOR, PHAON. 
As. The guilty ever fly from thoſe they fear; 
But I have found and, finding thee, command 
Thy quick departure: Sicily diſdains 
To harbour falſehood. Vengeance here awaits 
Thy crimes, Begone, and by thy flight avoid 
Thy doom. | 
Pha. Unconſcious'of thoſe crimes, old Man, 
Why ſhould I ly? 
4g. Thou haſt ſeduc'd my daughter, 8 
Pha. I have won | 
Thy daughter's heart, and, having won, will keep it. 
Acenor, know, I am no vulgar ſuitor ! 
l own, what well may juſtify my claim 
To nymphs, as rich as Dok1s. 
4g. Wert thou wealthy 


Come on, ſweet Lemtian Syren ; ſwift I'll lead hes 
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As Lydian Crœſus, I would ſcorn thy fait 3 - ö 
T've given her to another. | 
Pha. *Tis a grant, | 
Which Parents have not in their power to give 
Elſe why have I her heart? thou didſt not give it, 
And yet 'tis mine. 
Ag. Inſolent wretch ! u ths 
No more. If the next riſing ſun | 
Beholds thee here, thy puniſhment's begun, 
The rat'ling chain, the priſon's gloom, 
Where adders biſs, and ſcorpions ſting, 
Villain, ſhall be thy diſmal doom! 
There famine, on her raven wing, 
Shall hover o'er thy faintin g head; 
Till nature, ſhrinking at the ſight, 
Quenches the lamp of life and light, 
And gives thee to the perjur'd dead, 
[Exit Agenor. 


SCENE V. 


PHAON. 
Sternly he threatens, and has power confeſt 
To put thoſe threats in practice. I will haſte 


169 
To Doxis: prefs her, ere the morning dawns, 
To fly with me to Cyprus. My trimm'd bark 
Already is unmoor'd; my ſhip- mates ready; 
And the breeze blos, as if it wiſh'd to ſpeed 
My am'rous theft, and ſanctify the deed. 
Filled with each wanton zephyr's gale 

My nimble bark ſhall ſpread its ſail, 

And cut the wave with prow of gold : 
Around it's keel young dolphins play; 


Changes to the Bower of Doric, 


| DORIS. 
Ve ſolitary ſhades, once more receive 
Your love: lorn viſitant! Let my poor limbs 
Fall on your fragrance | O that they might ſoon 
Sink into ſleep eternal! that AGznor | 
Might find his daughter here, depriv'd of breath, 
And wipe from her pale brow the dews of death! 


Triumphant tritons lead the way; 
And laughing love the helm ſhall hold. 
[ Exit Phaon, 
SCENE VI. 


Ye 
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Lo 
Ye powers ! this load of life remove, 
Who gave the boon to be enjoy d; 
Behold that boon a burthen prove! 
Behold your gen'rous aim deſtroy'd ! 
Change then to death your gift divine; 
The gift that gladly I reſign. 


[ She reclines on the turf in a penſove attitade, 


"  $CENE VI. 


LYCIDAS, SAPPHO, DORIS, 


Lyc. Heard ye that penſive ſtrain? it was the voice 


Of Dor1s. See, reclin'd upon yon bed 
Of fragrant violets ſhe fits and weeps! 
Haſten, I pray thee, and with ſome ſoft air 
Chaſe from her breaſt the cloud of black deſpair, 
 [Lycidas retires behind the Bower, aubile Sappho 
down at her feet, plays a Je Jymphony on 
reed and then ſings. 
Sap. The youth, that gazes on thy charms, 
Rivals in bliſs the Gods on high, 
WM ear thy pleaſing converſe warms, 
Thy lovely ſmile his eye. 


fu 
ber 


But 
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But trembling awe my boſom heaves, 
When plac'd thoſe heav'nly charms among; 
15. ſight my voice of power bereaves, 
And chains my torpid tongue, 
Thro? ev'ry thrilling fibre flies 
The ſubtle flame; in dimneſs drear 
My eyes are veil'd ; a murm'ring noĩſe 
Glides tinkling thro* my ear; 
Death's chilly dew my limbs o'erſpreads, 
Shiv'ring, convuls'd, I panting lye ; 
And pale, as is the flower that fades, 
I droop, I faint, I die! * 
Dor. Who art thou, bright-ey'd ſpirit ? for thoſe ſtraing 
Beſpeak thee more than human. Tell me, which 
Of the tun'd ſpheres thou guid'ſt, and why haſt left 
The chiming orb to ſooth my mortal car 
With thy celeſtial warblings ? 


SCENE VIII. 


"PHAON. 
What do I ſee? a Rival at her feet! 


© This! is meant to be a cloſe Tranſlation of the Fragment | 
in LoNGINUS, H | 
8 


( "m2 ] 
He claſps her hand, devours it with his kiffes, 
Rouſe thee, raſh ſwain, and ſtand prepar'd to meet 
An injur'd lover's fur!!! | 
| [Eycidas ruſpes from behind the bower.) 
Lyc. Stand there firſt, | 
And meet the fury of that injured lover, 
Who firſt has right of vengeance! _ 
Pha, Him I've caught 
In am'rous dalliance; he ſhall firſt be puniſhed, 
Thee I can ſcorn at leiſure. 
[He runs at Sappbo, ftrikes her on the 2 foe fall.. 
Dor. Stay thee, PHAON., _ 
Ah me! the Shepherd ſwoons. Good Lycipas 
Prevent a deadlier blow, 


[ Lycidas. ſeizes the Crock of Sappho, and lands before 
the bower to guard it, aohile Dori. kneels and d for 


ports her, | 
Lyc. Baſe murderer, pauſe! 


In me behold a man, whoſe firmer arm 
Is brac'd to meet thy proweſs, vile aſſaſſin, 
J dare thee to the combat! 
Pha, No, poor ſhepherd, 
Thy heart enough is wounded ! Hie the hence: 
My wrath ſhall not aſſiſt the ſcorn of Dok is, 


Curſt with the pang of unſucceſsful love, 


Go 


53 
Go bear away "thy woes and quit the grove, ' 
Where the willows Rift the brook, 
Go and weave a garland green, 
* thou ky thy ſcrip and crook, 
Vent in tears thy jealous ſpleen : 
Heave thou there thy laſt fad figh, 
| Drop into the ſtream and die. | 
Sap. Die didft thou fay ? I hop'd I had been dead; 
But death, like P&aon, has deceiv'd poor sarrno. 
Dor. and Lyc. SarroO! | 


Pha. Juſt Heav'ns! it is, it is my Sayyno, - 
And I have wounded her perhaps to death ! 


Sap. Would to that Heav'n thou hadſt! but thou 


may ſt ſtill : 
Atchieve the deed ; behold this bruiſed breaſt ! 
O! with thy dagger give a kinder blow, 
And I ſhall be at peace. 
Pha. O torture! torture! 
Where ſhall I turn? how hide me from myſelf? 


SCENE IX 


| AGENOR. 
Whence ſprings this tumult? need I aſk the cauſe, 
When that licentious wretch appears before me? 


But who the wounded ſwain ? 
Dor. 
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Dor. Hear, Sire, and wonder. 
Tis Leſbian SayPHo; ſhe whoſe tuneful fame 
Sap, Ah! ſpare the praiſe, or turn that praiſe to pity, 
Yes; pity her, whom fate ordained to prove N 
The ſharpeſt pangs of agonizing love. 
O! if thy aged heart can feel, 
Ev'n from that venerable eye 
My voes might bid the tears to ſteal, 
And not debaſe its dignity. _ { 7b Agencr, 
Ag. See, at thy call they freely flow 
Ag. Dor. Lyc. We all partake in Say»no's woe! 
Pha. Shall I, that ſorrow's impious cauſe, 
| Not add my true repentant tear? 
Ag. Sap. Do. Traytor, avaunt ! the vengeance fear, 
That on thy head thy falſchood draws ! 
Ag. Fly from his preſence, happleſs fair! 
Fly to my hoſpitable gate : 
Der. There let this breaſt thy friendſhip ſhare ; 
Lye. There let my zeal on both await. 
Pha. Shall I be baniſh'd from the grove, 
Deny'd my folly to atone ? 
Ag. Sap. bl Such is the righteous doom of Jove ! 
So Juſtice thunders from his throne ! 
[Exeunt—Phaon on the oppoſite fide. 


Lyc. 


Der, Lyc. 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
ACT 


— 


Sti 


Tow 1 


A gloomy valle with caves and trees on one fide ; a 

- fountain iſſuing from arock and forming a fiream on the 
ether : the ſea ſeen at the termination of the vale, and 
the moon ſetting in the horizon. Sappho in her female 
babit comes out of one of the caves unattended. 


SAPPHO. 
The radiant Queen of night retires, 
And quits her filver car; | 
The Pleiads veil their lambent fires, 
And ev'ry glittering ſtar, 
That flam'd on midnight's ſable brow, 
Have ceas'd to tremble, and to glow. 
While, loſt to Py aon love and joy, 
I heave the ſolitary ſigh : 


Still pants my wakeful heart, ſtill weeps my wearied eye, 
| [She reclines on a bank. 
Ah! 
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Ah! come, ye balmy powers of ſleep, 
Nor from my arms, like Px aon, rove; 


O! bid my eyes forget to weep ; 
Bid my fond heart forget to love. 


SCENE II. 


A foft fmphony, during «hich Sappho falls after and 
the Naiad Arethuſa riſes from the fliream, ſeated in a 
| Hl, # 


ARETHUSA 
See! from her tranſlucent bed 
ARETH USA brings thee aid. 
Lo! ſhe ſprinkles on thy breaſt 
Vial'd drops, by fingers chaſte 
Cull'd from the cerulian deeps, 
Where her coldeſt chryſtal ſleeps ; 


NOTE. 
„This accompanied Recitative and Air is a kind of para · 
phraſe of a little fragment of Sarrno's, apud Hepheſtionem. 
AZ dure u dA , 
Kai TlAuads, N & 
NvxTes, mapd N ep dp · 
Eyw di A N ) d. 
see the Edition of Pinvar and other Lyric Poems by 
H. STZPHENS., 
Where 
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Where Alpheus dare not lave, 
To mix with her's his amorous wave. 
Thrice I lift my virgin hand. 
Thrice I ſhed the vapors bland, 
To calm thy ſoul ; while I declare 
The Council I from Phcebus bear. 
Know, by my voice, he bids his vot'ry fly 
To where Leucate's cliff o'erhangs the main. 
There ſhall ſhe try 
The laſt, the dangerous remedy 
Of thoſe, who love like her and love in vain. 
A voice divine proclaims thy cure : 
Hear, Sa Ho, hear that voice divine 
To Phoebus haſte with off rings pure, 
And lay them on his holy ſhrine: 
Then from Leucate's frowning brow 
(Reſolved to periſh or be free) 
Ruſh to the wave that rolls below 
And welcome Death or Liberty. | 
| [Arethuſa deſcends. 


Vor. III. 
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SCENE III. 


SAPPHO (awaking.) 
What do I hear? I'll try the deſperate leap, 
Naiad, I thank thee. In thy friendly fount 
I drop theſe tears of pious gratitude, 
Yes, tis reſolv'd ; ev'n now I mount the rock. 
Bold Fancy bears me to it's lofty ſummit ; 


Now hurls me headlong. Countleſs fathoms deep 
I fall! the clear blue wave receives me. O how cold ! 


Yet grateful. Quickly will it quench the flame, 
That thus conſumes my heart. Phoebus, I come 


Ah! who arreſts my ſtep ? 
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SCENE IV. 


PHAON, SAPPHO. 
Sap. Traitor to love; 
To honour; to the Gods! abjur'd of Heav'n, 
Avoid my preſence ! 
Pha. If repentant tears, 
And ſighs that rend the heart, from whence they ſpring, 
Can plead forgiveneſs, SayPHo, hear them plead. 
Sap. Ves; ſo he look'd, The ſable-fringed lids 


Of 


| ( 179 ] 

Of his falſe eyes thus veil'd their liquid luftre, 
With modeſt ſhamefac'dneſs, when firſt he woo'd me. 
Look thus on Dok is, baſe one! Sar Ho towers 
Above thy wiles. The God, the God inſpires me! 
He calls me to Leucate. Dread Apollo, 
I hear, and I obey thy awful call. 

Pha. Hah! to Leucate! 

Sap. Yes, to that fam'd cliff, 
Whence, daſhing down into the whelming _—_ 
I'll die—or live to hate thee. 

Pha. My heart's Idol, 
Forgoe this frenzy 
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Sap. Say, that it were W 
The wrongs, that thou haſt heap'd on this poor brain, 
Would juſtify the deed : but tis not frenzy; 
'Tis inſpiration. From yon ftream it roſe, 
In a czrulian robe of Heav'n's own tincture. 
Naiad ! I ſaw thee riſe; I heard thee ſpeak : 
Thou bad'ſt me fly to Liberty, or Death. 
Pha. Fly rather to theſe arms, to life, to love! 
Sap; Cruel! It was thy arm, that gave the blow, 
Which makes life loathſome. 
Pha, *Twas the blow of error. 
Sap. Away, I will not parley with t y falſehood. 
| M 2 Pla. 
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Pha. Behold me kneel ! 
Sap. Repentance comes too late. 
Riſe, Traytor, riſe ! my choice is fixt as fate. 
Pha. O! let this tender tear, 
Contrition's pureſt dew, | 
My Sappho's pity move. 
Sap. No! my intenſe deſpair 
Here ſighs a long adieu 
To PRA0ON, and to Love 
I go— 
Pha. Vet hear 
Sap. I go 
To ſteep Leucate's brow. 
I fly from fraud and thee, 
Pha. _ Yet ftay— 
Sap. Deceiver ! no. 
The rolling waves below 
| Involve my deſtiny. 
Pha. Let Love his ſofteſt ſtrains employ 
To call thee back to him and joy. 
Sap. In vain; . we part to meet no more 
Pha. and Sap, What agony ſevere! | 
Fate has no ſharper pang in ſtore 
The love-lorn breaſt to tear. 
[ Exeunt—ſeveraly. 
SCENE 


= 


SCENE V. 


Changes to the Temple of Hymen with the Priefts of the 
God flanding before the Altar. | 


AGENOR, DORIS, LYCIDAS. 


Ag. Doris, tho? now the nuptial Altar flames, 
My bleſſing pauſes, 

Dor. Why, my gracious Father, 4B 
When my repentant ſoul with truth returns 5 
To filial duty, and to faithful love? 

Ag. Does Lycipas forgive thee ? 

He. Truſt me, Sire, 

Like ſummer ſtorms, her frowns, my fears are paſt, 
And mutual love ſhines brighter from the blaſt. 
When hail deſcends in pearly ſhower, 

The linnet neſtling in the ſhade, 

Hides with its wing its drooping head, 

Nor tunes the ſprightly lay. 


* 


But ſoon the ſun's enlivening power 
Diſpells the cold, that chill'd the plain; 
And ſoon the linnet haſtes again 
To warble on it's 1 pray. 
M 3 | Dor. 
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Der. Dear Lrcip s! that jocund ſtrain beſpeaks 
A heart completely cur'd of jealous fear ; 
Nor ſhall that baneful gueſt, 
Wak'd by my falſehood, more invade thy breaſt, 
When beauty, void of faith and truth, 
Beguil'd my wand'ring eye, 
This penſive heart, Ah! gentle youth, 
Could only heave and ſigh. 
It did not love, it but admir'd ; 
For love's allied to ſmiles and joy: 
But now, by thy fair virtue fir'd, 
It glows with ecſtaſy. | 
Ag. Enough ! enough ! now did the voice of fate 
Call old AcE NOR to the darkling tomb, 
Where ſleep his Anceſtors, truſt me, my children, 
The ſummons were right welcome. But he lives 
To bleſs you both, and take from you the bleſiing, 
Which dear obſervance of your mutual love, 
Now ſheds in ſtreams of joy on his grey hair. 
Haſte, Holy Men, the ſacrifice prepare. 
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Pour libations on the ſhrine; 
Wake the pipe, the lute, the lyre; 
Let the loudly-warbling choir 


„ü 
_ c 
9 | 


In harmonious chorus join, 


Doris Call the God, that gives deſire 
Lycidas 


h 
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Lawful right his joys to ſhare. 

Azenor, Bid him warm this willing pair 
With his torch of pureſt fire, 

Chorus, Holy Hymen, thou alone 

Giv'ſt to faith and conſtancy 


Fair fruition's laſting crown, 
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Years of unpolluted joy. 
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P H AO N enters to them 


As. Ah, whence that ſtep ! what wretch diſturbs our 


rites ? 


Lyc. Gods! does the Leſbian Traytor dare inſult 
Chaſte Hymen with his preſence ? | 


Ag. Hence! far hence, 


Thou moſt profane of that inconſtant tribe, 
whom Hymen holds accurſt. 


M 4 
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Der. Hence, on thy life, 
And dread the God's juſt vengeance. 
Pha. Well I know, 
I merit all his vengeance ; death befits 
The wretch, who murder'd SayyHo. 
Dor. Sar ho murder'd ? | 
Lyc. And by thy impious hand ? 
Pha. My hand is guiltleſs ; 
Nor is ſhe dead. But know, ſne flies to Death, 
And finds him at Leucate. 
Ag. Dread reſolve! 
He. Learn, Donis, learn to what dire deeds deſpair 
Can drive a {lighted lover. 
| Ag. Was this act 
Her own, or did ſome Deity inſpire it ? 
Pha. She talk'd of viſions from Apollo ſent, 
Of ſome ſtrange Naiad, who proclaim'd his mandate; 


Yet ſure *twas phrenzy all, and caus'd by me : 
I therefore murder'd Sar PH. 
Lyc. Sure thou didſt. 
Think, what a victim to thy falſehood falls! 
Ag. She was the very ſoul of Poely ; 
Form'd by Apollo's ſelf : her tuneful frame 


Was the rich lyre, whence all his rapture flow'd. 
Dor. 
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Dor. Nor more attun'd to Poeſy, than Love: 
Each note ſhe breath'd was melting, as the voice 
Of Venus when ſhe wept Adonis dead. 

Pha. And had I died before her; died while faithful, 
Her lays had crown'd me with that ſhepherd's fame. 

Ag. Go then, diſloyal youth, and mourn thy-baſenels ; 
Away to chearleſs ſolitude. | 

Pha. I mean it. 

Dor. Bear not to other nymphs thy ſoft deceits, 
Thy winning geſtures, thy deluſive ſmiles. 

Lyc. Nor hope, as here thou didſt, to part two hearts, 
Which virtue firſt united, | 

Ag. Learn, that beauty, 


Were it as bright as gilds Hyperion's cheek, 
Save when its bloom inſhrines a virtuous heart, 
Is only ſplendid miſery. 

Pha. This, and more 
I patiently can bear. Mix with reproof 
Your ſharpeſt taunts, I'll yet endure them all]; 
For I deſerve them all. Yes, to ſome cave, 
Which never chearing ſun-beam pierc'd, I'll fly : 
There live forlorn ; there unlamented die. 


Hail, 
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Hail, horrors, hail! I come, I come! 
Ye caves, o'erhung with ſavage thorn, 
Receive me to your haunts forlorn, 
A fad a ſilent gueſt ; 
Fling round my head your darkeſt gloom, 
And hide me in that living tomb, 
Where anguiſh exiles reſt, _ 


[Exit Phacn. 

Ag. Behold his fate, and tremble, ye that dare 
To break. thoſe chaſte and ſanctimonious vows, 
This Deity approves. But ſee, what light 
Sudden and dazzling ſparkles from his ſymbol ! 
Behold ! it moves; it ſhakes its ſaffron robe; 
In gentle guiſe it waves its lambent torch ; 

It ſpeaks. 

| [The Statue of Hymen during this ſpeech appears animated 


by degrees, and then uiters the following words in ac- 
companied Recitative.] 


Mortals ! to you 'tis given to view, 

In bright ideal portraiture, the ſcene 
Now paſſing at Leucate ; mark it well, 
And ſtamp the awful moral on your ſouls. 
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SCENE VII. 


The Prieſts of Hymen haſten from the Altar and join the 
* other, perſonages on the front of the tage ; the Temple, F 
Statue, c. vaniſhes inſtantly under a change of ſcene, | = 
ewhich repreſents the Promontary of Leucate. T'he BY 
portico of a magnificent Temple dedicated to Apollo is | 
ſeen in perſpective on one ſide ; out of which the Priefts 
of the God come in jolemn proceſſion, followed by Sappho and 
her attendants : a ſlow patbetic march is played during 
the time. Taue Orcheſtras are ſuppoſed to be neceſſary 
in the final Chorus, and one behind the jcene at firſt. 


SAPPHO. 

Here pauſe awhile ! be mute, 
Ye warblers, that inſpire the Dorian flute, 
While Sap HO, once the fav'rite of the Nine, 
Nay, if fame bids her not too high aſpire, 
| Their tuneful fiſter, to the radiant ſhrine 
Of this her patron God, perchance her fire, 
Devotes this inſtrument divine. | 

[She hangs her Lyre on one of the Pillars. 
Lo! on this column's Parian height | 
I hang the glittering freight: 
And hear, ye Prieſts, with reverence hear 
This verſe inſcriptive, by my voice decreed 
Memorial of my dying deed. 

| « To 
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Hail, horrors, hail! I come, I come! 
Ye caves, o'erhung with ſavage thorn, 
Receive me to your haunts forlorn, 
A fad a filent gueſt ; 
Fling round my head your darkeſt gloom, 
And hide me in that living tomb, 
Where anguiſh exiles reſt, 
| | [Exit Phaon. 
Ag. Behold his fate, and tremble, ye that dare 
To break thoſe chaſte and ſanctimonious vows, 
This Deity approves. But ſee, what light 
Sudden and dazzling ſparkles from his ſymbol ! 
Behold ! it moves; it ſhakes its ſaffron robe; 
In gentle guiſe it waves its lambent torch ; 
It ſpeaks. 
| [The Statue of Hymen during this ſpeech appears animated 


by degrees, and then utters the following words in ac- 
companied Recitative.| 


Mortals ! to you *tis given to view, 

In bright ideal portraiture, the ſcene 
Now paſſing at Leucate; mark it well, 
And ſtamp the awful moral on your ſouls, 
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The Priefts of Hymen haſten from the Altar and join the 
* other, perſonages on the front of the flage ; the Temple, 
Statue, Wc. vaniſhes inſtantly under a change of ſcene, 
ewhich repreſents the Promontary of Leucate. T'he 
portico: of a magnificent Temple dedicated to Apollo is 
ſeen in perſpective on one ſide ; out of which the Priefts 
of the God come in jolemn proceſſion, followed by Sappho and 
her attendants : a ſlow patbetic march is played during 
the time. Two Orcheſtras are ſuppoſed to be neceſſary k 
in the final Chorus, and one behind the jcene at firſt. =_ 
$A 7.0; 
Here pauſe awhile ! be mute, 
Ye warblers, that inſpire the Dorian flute, 
While Sayre Ho, once the fav'rite of the Nine, 
Nay, if fame bids her not too high aſpire, 
Their tuneful ſiſter, to the radiant ſhrine 
Of this her patron God, perchance her fire, 
Devotes this inſtrument divine. 
[She hangs her Lyre on one of the Pillars. 
Lo! on this column's Parian height 
I hang the glittering freight: 
And hear, ye Prieſts, with reverence hear 
This verſe inſcriptive, by my voice decreed 
Memorial of my dying deed. 5 
| „ 0 'TO 


C1. 1} 
| | « To Him, that did inſpire, 

“SA HO to Phoebus conſecrates her Lyre. 

What fuits with Sar pHO, Phoebus, ſuits with thee ; 
| «« The gift, the giver, and the God agree.“ : 
| This off'ring made, my faithful virgin train, 
| Take ye my laſt adieu, and from my fate 
Learn to diſtruſt falſe man, if not to hate. 

[ She aſcends the rack, 

Tremendous Rock ! I mount thee now ; 
And now I reach thy dreadful brow. 
O giddy brain ſupport the ſight ! 
See, how the ſurge, as black as night, 
Rolls horribly below! 
It rolls—ſad ſolace to deſpair. 
It's awful murmurs ſtrike my ear, 

I faint—I tremble—Powers on high, 

Ah! haſten from your ſky : 

Catch from perdition this devoted head. 

| Does Zephyr ſleep? will Cupid bring 

1 No ſoft, no tutelary wing 

| To waft me to my watry bed ? 


NOTE. 


? 3 This inſcription is borrowed from Mr. Porz's Tranſla- 
| tion of Ovid's Epiſtle on the ſubject, His verſion ,was too 
perſect to admit any attempt at another. | 
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Hear, God of Love, 'tis Sayrno calls! 
Dread Deity ! 'tis Sa no falls. 


[ She throws herſelf from the roch; o clap of thunder is 


heard, and a ſwan is ſeen riſing from the ſea, and 
aſcending to the clouds. | 


* 


Concluding CH OR US, with both Orcheſtras. 
PRIESTS of APOLLO, HYMEN, AGENOR, &c. 

Great Jove himſelf arreſts her fate ! | 

Hail, prodigy divine ! | 
She ſoars a ſwan in plumy ſtate ; 

To Jove ſhe ſoars, to claim 

In Heav'n a reſidence divine, 
On Earth immortal fame. 
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ARGENTILE .axp CURAN. 
— Kale | 3 | 


ACT .o S C RS... 
The great hall in the Caſtle of Whitby. Enter a folemn 


proceſſion of the Prior, Monks, and Sifterhood of St. 
Hilda's Abbey, before King Adelbright, who is borne 


in a chair of ſlate, fick ; King Edel, "the Princeſs 
Argentile, Lord Ofwald, and other Courtiers attend- 
ing. The Monks and Nuns ſing the following airge < 


CHORUS. 
OLY HII DA! hear, and aid, 
die, our aged Kino o we bear, 
HIL DA holy aid, and e 
4 Menk. He, whoſe head a crown inveſted, 
Bows to thee that dying head; 
Be his truth in Heav'n atteſted, 
Po Hilpa hear, and aid! * 
N o r K. 5 


»The laſt line repeated i in Chorus in every ſubſequent bass. 
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ö | A Nun. He, whoſe hands a ſceptre wielded, .! +, - 
| | | : Lifts to thee thoſe hands in pray r; 
| Be his ſoul from danger ſhielded, - MW ad 1 
Hrup holy aid, and hear! 4% Aab 55 
Prior. Faith doth lead him to thy altar, 
There his languid limbs to ſpread, 
| If in prayer. his accents falter, 
'F | Holy Hizpa hear, and aid! 
| 4 Monk. Waft RN: faint petition 
In ſeraphic accents clear; ' 
Pleas*d' perform that bleſt 3 3 
Hilda holy aid, and hear! 
A Nun. And, when Death ſhall: free his ſpurt, 
Snatch it from the furnace red; 
1 Bid it endleſs bliſs inherit; 
Holy Hir va hear, and ad 
[The dinge ended, King Adelbright is 1 ferabard 
to the middle of the flage.] 
ADEL-BRIGHT. 
Yet bear me forward; now ſet down your burthen ; 
And ſtand, I pray ye, from me, that the air 
Have readier paſſage to my labouring breaſt, 
Ed. How fares our.brother.now | - 
Ad. In ſooth, King Evs:, 


Death 


L ] 
Death layb that iron mace upon this ſhoulder .-» _ + 
That oft has quell'd a ſtouter; ſome few hours 
And he will chill what little blood ſtill cree[ss 
In theſe lank veins. Nay, do not weep, my ſweet 
My gentle AgGenT1L2; thy Father, child, | 
Is going but to where his went before him, 
And whither thou, and all; when Heav'n fo wills, 
Maſt follow him; yet goes he full of days, | 
And full of, what this oft-miſdeeniing world 3. 
Calls, honour ; yet, if honour'd falſe,” I truſt 
Still unreproach'd; for ſo his conſcience whiſpers, 
And in a voice as ſoothing as the ſound  _ _ 
Of this ſweet minſtrelſy : Do not then weep. 
For tho' thy Father leaves thee, AnGenTILE 3 
Not fatherleſs he leaves thee z truſt me, child, 
While this good man, our kingly brother, lives, 
Thou ne'er wilt want a father. 
| Ed. By the rood+: ws hn 4 ns bh 
There borne, that hallow'd rood 
Pointing to one of the Croſſes borue in the proceſſion.] 
Ad. No oath, King Ev EL, 
Twere here ſworn needleſsly; eouldſt thou be falſe, 
As ſure thou canſt not in ſome lighter cauſe, 
This, in itſelf, bears its own pledge of faith. 
f f N 2 For 


— - - 


Go... or ee reorag. .. 
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For ARGENTILE is of that courteous Kind, 
So all made up of dove-like gentleneſs, | 
The verieſt churl, if brib'd to do her wrong, 
Would inly yearn, and, his remorſeful heart 
Turn truant to his purpoſe. Still thou weep'ft— 
2005 | [Lo Argentile.} 
Arg. That do I, Sir, and muſt; yet not from fear 
(I truſt my uncle gives my words belief) 
That he ſhould treat me (you Sir with the bleſt) 
Other than kindly ; yet 1 weep, and muſt, 
To ſee, what ſhortly I muſt fee no more, 
A father, fondeſt of all fithers, give 
Hie dying moments to his daughter's weal. 
And muft 1 loſe him? Heav'n! 
Ad. Such is Heav'n's will; 
And, to its high and uncontroll'd behefts, 
Let all like me give the proſtration meet 
Of heart, as well as head. Yet will I owns 
(Had it ſo pleas'd the giver of all good) 
I could have wiſhed, or e'er I left thee, child, 
To have affixt, with my own hand, the ſignet 
Unto that nuptial treaty which conſigns thee - 
To Denmark's youthful heir ; this to confirm 
Ev'n now an embaſſy is on the ſeas, 
If not within our ports, | 
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Arg. In luckleſs time 
Surely it comes; is this a time to > think. 
Of love, or marriage? 

Ad, Deareſt ARGENTILE,. 
Pray thee forbear to interrupt my ſpeech ; 
Words now are precious to me. With thee, Brother, 
] leave this weighty buſineſs. Be it thine 
To ſee our Daughter, with the royal dower _ 
That I have left, wedded to Denmark's heir. 
To which, if, on thy part, it ſhall thee pleaſe. 
To add ſuch feoffs as may beſeem the worth 
Of fair Deira, reign thou then ſole King 
Of all Northumberland; and ſhe, with dower 
Thus amplified by thee, ſhall hence to pn 
But, if thou mak'ſt election ſtill to rule 
Wich ſway united, we do truſt the Dane, 5 
If fame belies not his fair qualities | 
Will prove to. thee a ſon, his Queen thy e 33 
S0 ſhall, in both, the loſs be recompens d 
Of us thy loving Brother. 

Ed. ADELBRIGHT,, 
So mercy ſhield me as I reſt well-pleav'd 
With this ſweet Princeſs, and the royal Dane, 
Jointly to rule Bernicia, and Dëira. 


> Ad. 


[ 195 . 
4d. We like it well ; dhd 18 pl proof we do, 
See, to thy lands Se Gul Uk peerlefs gem, 

Soul of our ſoul, our gentle AxcexTiLE. 
Now let her kneel before me, while theſe palms 
On her dear head ſeal my laſt bleſſing. Hear 
Thou Virgin pure ! hear, Queen of bigheſt Heav'n, 
« A father's earneſt prayer ! O bleſs my child 
With length of days, and not one day be dimm'd 
With lack of honour! may the realm ſhe rules, 
In right of me, be bleſt, and ſhe by it; 
« Ev'n by th' allegiance of a well-rul'd people !— 
Prior of Whitby, now, all that remain'd h 
Of worldly care is finiſh'd ; what few hours 
Of life are left to Heav'n we confecrate, 
And holy rites ; bear me, my chamberlains, 
Unto the Abbey. AxctxTiLE, King EozI, 
Oswald attend us to the chauntry ſteps; 
And there farewell; then, at St. HiLva's ſhrine, | 
Theſe holy men ſhall ſpread my dying limbs, 
And ſing my requiem; for, at that high ſhrine, 
Old AperBrIGHT doth wiſh to breathe his laſt. 
[Exeant the King borne; Edel, &c. attending the 
Choir repeating the Dirge. 
Ma nent 


9 1 
Manens two LORDS. 
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F. Lord. Go, and Heay'n's holieſt band « of Saints 


ty 3117 ri N v. 4 


receive tee! . EN uy 
Go, for the goodlieſt piece of Majeſty, wi | 180 
That ever bleſt Déira. 0 Vet, methinks, N | i FOES 
Old as thou art, thou doſt too haſtily 3 RY 
Make this devotement of thy | ſoul to Heav' n. a 
Had I been thee, ev'n to life's lateſt ge, * 
This a& had been delay'd, however holy; 8 
If, by ſuch let, fair ARGENTILE might gain ; 


24 + 
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A ſurer tenure in her father's rights | 
Than lip-· ſecurit x. 

S. Lord. Do others alſo, 
Nourtſh ſuſpicious doubts ? deſhrew me, RY 
But I was giv'n to hope the yellow fiend 


* x54 — 
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Haunted me ſingly ; nay was prompt to chile a 
My brain for giving the baſe i inmate harbour. 
F. Lord, Nay, my good Lord, ſuſpicions like to chine 
Be but too riſe; a mean clerk he muſt be, 
Who cannot ſpell ſo much th? page of man 
As may afford him ſcope to comment groſsly 
On Eper's late demeanor ; and, from thence, 
To frame ſad forecaſt of what ſoon may turn 
Jo this poor realm's miſhap. This he _ do 
And be no prophet neither. 


N 4 S. Lord, 


' 
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S. Lord. Certes, Sir. „ 5 7 | 
Since good King ADZLBRIGHT RN to his chamber, 
His Brother, veſted with the double purple, 

Did teach that robe to puff and ſwell about him 
Ev'n to a tyrant ſize.— But, fee, here comes 
Lord Oswarp, and his honeſt eye doth borrow + 
Enough of the hawk's keenneſs, I not doubt, 
To ſee as far as we do, happly further, 
In this black proſpect. Health to noble Os waL DI 
Enter OS WAI. D. 
Ofw. Now mercy ſhicld me, friends, from ſo much 
ſhriving. | 
What with their vigils, penances, and dead-work, 
Theſe Prieſts have worn out our old Maſter ſooner 
'Than he that made him meant. Call a Phyſician, 
He'll let your ſoul alone ; let him but plague 
Your body, he, good leach, reſts ſatisfied. 
But, if you truſt a Monk with your ſouls cure, 
Truſt me, not ſoul alone but body pays for it. 

F. Lord. Shrewdly remark d; but ſay, my noble Lord, 
How left ye the good King ? 

Ofw. Ev'n as I tell you | 
O'erdone with ſanctity. Haſt thou ne'er ſeen 
A ſteed of generous blood, when over-weighted, 

| | * 
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Lag e'er his lateſt ſtage, which, but for that, ; 
Had paced with ſpirit to his journey's end, 
And neigh'd at his ungirthing. Sirs, I left him, 
juſt where he bade us, at the chauntry ſteps; | 
The lovely Princeſs, over-charg'd with grief, 
Was led in private, thro” the garden poſtern, 
Back to the caftle by her now ſtep- father. | : 
Pray Heav'n, his ſex may make him ſcape the proverb. 


8. Lord. That little word, good Earl, which now you 


drop | 
Gives us to think your fears do ſquare with ours, 
Ev'n but too nicely. ha 
O. What, for quoting ye 
A thread - bare proverb ! ! Troth a pleaſant jeſt. 
What are all ſtep- things curſt * my gallants twain, 
I find my tongue muſt wear a cloſer curb 


Whene' er I let it amble in your purlieus. 

S. Lord. There is no need. 

Ofw. Nay, be there need, or not, 
I ſcarce ſhall have the caution. L have ever 
Giv'n forth my free thoughts freely, and am now 
Too old for cloſer training. Take then, Sire, 
My mind unmaſk'd. 1 do indeed diſtruſt 
Our now ſole Maſter, with a phlegm as fixt, 
As &er a ſubje& did. 

F. Lord. 
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F. Lord. AndT. 
8. Lord. And . 
Ofw. And many more, I truſt, right honeſt men 
Not preſent at our parley ; for myſelf 
; Thus far coniceive me, I ſhall cloſely watch 
| King Epei's *haviour; and, if T perceive 


From his bieak quarter comes that blighting wind 
| May nip the tiofom 4 hopes of ARGENTILE, 
Pl be that broad old oak hall ſhield them from it. 
| | F. Lord 80 doing, noble OswaLD, thou wilt prove 
| Thou hold'ſt the memory of our good old Maſter 
ö | As dear, as, when alive, thou held'ſt his perſon. | 
s O/w. My friends, I lov'd my good King fervently ; ; 
Theſe ſalt tears ſpeak it, for they courſe down * 
| Not wont to find them chanel, but at times | 
| When the 1 moiſt dew becomes them. Nature made me 
f f Of her at metal, but I truſt } no baſe one, 
_— Much more of ſteel, than ſilver; yet of this 
| Enough for honeſt pliancy ; ; but not | 


| To ſpin me out, as wire, Juſt as you lit. 

For tho? you ſee me now like very wax, 

Yet, ſtrive to mould me to a tray tor ſhape, 

Pll break before 1 bend; thus of himſe'f 

Old OswaALD boaſts, and, tho? himſelf's the boaſter, 

He wrongs him that miſtruſts him, Sirs, farewell. 
SCENE 
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Changes to a, fate apartment. in the Caf, enter King 
E del leadin 2 in the Princeſs Ar gentle . 


* 


eee ee 
Enough of tears, fair ARGENTILE, enough. 
. N Never enough. my Lord, when ſuch the cauſe, F 
Ed. If ſo, I fear me that the foniles will come 
Full rardily, which my parental fondneſs | 


Sha hourly plead for. 21 3 | | 
** Gratitude, good uncle, . ta A | 
Can dwell with ſorrow. Nay, i in that bes 
Where ſhe fits bath'd i in tears, can dart 4 gleam 
Will brighten all the face as it vere ig 
And yet keep weeping nin, T've mark d it oft 
In many a forrowing 1 maid, whom ] have cheer'd, 
And wept to ſee it ſo, and that too cheer'd chem. 
Pleaſe you, my Lord, Pll to my chamber; ; there 
Kind EDIT uA wil give that comfort to me, 
Which grief beſt loves, a ſigh of ſympathy. | | | 
I en... aa] 4 
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vet, if he ſhould, his vital force ſo ſpent, 


[ 2 ] 
E4. (/olus) I much ſuſpect me this ſame ſimple maid, 
Young as ſhe is, and ſurely all unredde 
In the world's craft, doth nouriſh doubts within . 
Touching my tenderneſs; why, be it ſo; 
1 muſt not for the pulings of a girl 
Forgoe my heart's high purpoſe; how now Uſher ? | 
Enter an U S8 H E R. | 
Uk, The Prior comes, and craves admittance, Sire, 
Ed. Admit him, and, as thou doſt dread our frown, 
Ward off whate'er may interupt our converſe. ¶ Exit Uper, 
Enter the PRIOR, 
How fares our Brother now ? 
Pri. He ſeems, my Soy'reignz/- WE 
To death no nearer now, than ſome hours paſt, 2... 
Perchance, or days. He thought, ds bl 
St. HIL DA“s ſhrine, a genial heat ſpread oer him 
Which cheer'd him much; whether the hidden powers 
Salubrious, that in thoſe chaſte reliques d well. 
(For many have they heaPd) or Whether nature, 
Struggling within, had gain'd ſome little *yantage—. 
Ed. I pray thee, Prior, ſpare me thy ſurmiſes. 
Thou ſayeſt he lives, thinkꝰſt thou it poſſible 
He ſhould live long? | 
Pri. That Heav'n's high Queen bet TORO 


\ s 
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T 20s ] 
It were 2 miracle; 'and:oughttoibring {od 
No vulgar off rings to our hallow'd ſhrine. | 

Fal True to his trade, I find the ee 
Looks out for more oblations. I have means 


Surer than theſe to wind him to my purpoſe. {Aſide 
Bat give me, holy man, thy very thought 
Touching the nature of his malady. 

Pri. Tis ſeated ERIE ſpring,” 
His lungs play heavily; #07 -5 hoe A ee 
Ed. With ſuch an ailment, t. 
Many have ſtruggled long. 

Pri. And ſo may he; nt 1211010 mc sais 
But the thick air, breath'd in this peopled town, - 
1s poiſon in his caſe. The cold denſe fogs, : |. 
We borrow ſtom the ſea,” our briny neighbour, - 
Alike augments his danger * a" att 
To ſome wide inland vale - in 0 4 5r 

£4. PAIR Sto i $053 21 
And much approve it; but we fear; if holpt - 
By ſuch removal, he will ne'erbe cur d. 
Nor fit again to ſteer the helm of State. WY. 

Pri. That, good my Liege, he will not. 8 
Of weightieſt import to his after peace, 
Have long poſſeſt him; IL, and all that wiſh - 
Weal to his better part can never hope it. 


Fd, 


L 26 ] 
Ed. Good man! I think thou doſt not 
Pei. No, my Sovrbign, 5 6042 
Vour younger hands, Lee. 1 
Will abler rein a nation, ſo ſtiff- neck d N banc fun 
As this, that Providence now bids you rule. 
Ed. We know not that; eee ee bee 
Not our ability. But this we know 2/4 2 0 
That, tho our Brother was in very dee 
A nurſing father to our holy church, 
We will not be behind him in that duty. 
| Nay we will ſoon ſhew this by one bold act t 
Which he, from feebleneſs of ſpirit, fail'd in. 
Pri. As how thy Liege . N 
Ed. Mark well my words, good Prom, oo 
Thou know'ft the Prelate proud of Canterbu x 
Doth hold a juriſdiction in theſe rralms, * 
Which, as of right; pertains to the See of Vortr. 
Pri. I know, and much lament it gracious Sir. 
Ed. The Pope doth favour Canterbury's claim, 
And mitred Vork ſubmits to his beheſts : 
So did our Brother too; but EDIT ſcorns ons 17 
Such mean ſubmiſſion, and will ſoon depoſe * IuK. 
Vork's recreant Biſhop, and his paſtoral ſtaff, 
With ample powers oer all Northumberland, 
Give to thy ſurer graſp, 
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Pri, Your humble beadfman 5 ) 7 noe Long 

fs bound, for aye, to crook his aged/knet=a; ,-/ _ 
Not that I wiſh—to the higlvtaſk unequal; 145107 1 
Such proud advancement.” What befits the wel! 
Of holy church, you, and the ſaints beſt know. 

We truſt our Brother. But of this take heed , 
That none approach him, fave thyſelf, aui thoſe 
Thou may'ſt ſecurely truſt... Spread too the. rumour 
That he is dead, and, 'after-fitting ſpace, = 12 
Announce his burial ; he himſelf did chuſe 
Private interment z this will give it credit. 
To- morrow, if thou find'ſt his health fill better, 
Give me the news. We chen ee eee 


Touching ee eee dr Ne 

Pri. What if, my Liege, Ribiinef e bia F 
the ls balk end hats, 5 | 1 
We lead him to religious ſolitude: Das Foul! || 


His frame of mind will meet us in that matter. 
Ed. It may be well; we'll ſpeak A 
But know at preſent this ; each pious art, | 9 5 
That makes of him a. faint, makes me eee ; 
Euren US H E R. 
How now ? did we not will. we ſhould be private ? 
3 // 7 
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| Up. SEwOLD, + 09 Ra 


Demands an audience. 
Ed. He doth corne full ſoon : 
Yet am I now prepar'd to give him audience. 
Admit the Dane. Paton good ſpeed to thee. 
| TExit Prior.) 


[ King Edel feats himſelf in a Chair of State; a gert 
flouriſh of trumpets. Enter Seæuold between tae He- 
ralds bearing on their breaſts for device the Daniſp 
raven, Prince Curan in diſguiſe enters with the reſt 

| of the train.] 
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E D E L. 
My Lord Ambaſſador we greet you well. 
Yet, e'er ye open your commiſſion to us, 
(Of which we wot the purport) it behoves us 
To tell you, what the cloud upon our brow 
Speaks but too plain, our Royal Brother's dead. 
Sew. Landing, dread Sir, news met us of his ſickneſs. 
Ed. That ſickneſs was death's harbinger. This known, 
We need not add you come in luckleſs time, 
A time, which neither from the piercing grief 
That rends our ſoul, nor, for the meet reſpect 
We owe his obſequies, will ſuffer us 
Jo turn unto that buſineſs, om from Denmark 
Ye have in charge. 
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$-20. Due decency forbid. | 
Much as my Sow reign wiſhes to-complate,_ 6 
The treaty, that bis Envoy: ſhould, wath haſſle, _- 
Unſcemly, prefs it. If it pleaſe your Elighneſs, | 
We patiently: will ſojourn hure ſome days, 
And wait the fit occaſion. Meamwhilez. Sin, 
Think me not rudez. if L requeſb an audience: | 
Of princely AzoznT1LE, I, and my train NE” 
That, in the name of Denmark and his heirz. | a | 
We, to her grief. may drat condolance giver | 
Our mutual loſs demands. 4 

Za. Now out;. alas! 7-0 
Our niece-is: ev'm acmantyr. to her 2 3. 
The lilly, broken by the pelting hai. 
Is not more ſorely ſnen than Awe an D, 
Yet ſay it were nat ſo, aur open nature: 
For frankneſs we do held a King's beſt: virtue. 
Prompts us to tell you we have ſeraples; Dane, 
Touching theſe nuptials; nay, for why ſnould we 
Maſk our true thqughts?-we hav much more than ſcruples, 
A well-weigh'd Judgment, and by that. pronounce. 
Our niece of age too tender yet fur marriage: 

deus. Dread: Sit, your. Kingiy Brothen throught notiſo, 
But, of his ouumfieſt thought. did urg the · alliano 
To zielding Denmark. 

Vor. III. Oo Ed. 
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o Ed. de 25030 wat n ow wen 1 
et Meme ugbter all averſe to! nuptials, 1 Mtv :16 215 MH 
And is ſo ill. , That daughter, by his death, ns 
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Is now ga tendereſt charger To thwart her wiſhes, 
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At ſuch a time, nay, when thoſe wiſhes rr 
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With the {oft yoice of v n chaſtity. 
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Would il become,an uncle that pern... 


And loves. ber — 8 
ng lden RoM les e 1vo h 7G 

Sew. Sorel ro al EDEL= 5 
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Ed. Bear with us, Lord Ambaſſador, we cannot 
Enter at full on all thoſe weighty c cauſes, : 


290110 eren A 
That now rv ob lige us to curtail | your 2 audience : 1 
"ITO > Us 171119) PETE 
Take our - beſt & thoughts in ſum, On our true Faith - 
"1 IE 4914 , 115 „ . 
'e hoyour Denmark much, and much do vm 


Fn BAER h his Sov reiguty,.. nne 
N we know they match i in n queſtion. WT 
Is a tye; if therefore in a year, 
Or rather twain, he chuſes do repeat 
'This embaſſy. eto v ; u U E 
Sew. Now by the hope pes of, ff. Denmark, 
The Prince, his n | 414 Sd 551 I 2 19 
Ed. Is but ſome eighteen paſt, Te 


And well may give the truce, chat we demand, 
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To our young niece's coynels, TY beldey 
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Know, we have many other cogent Pri be N : 
Here all unfaid?” Weh, when our Brother Denmark | 
Is well appriz/d bf. we do nothing doubt * wa 
He'll praiſe bur prudence. Theſe, in ample fort, fort, 6 2 : 
Soon will we Te forth in 2 fair memorial, þ * 
And ſend unto his Court. Blame not our briefneks, e 
The weight of two wide Kingdoms reſting on us 4 
Muſt plead our full excuſe. Moſt noble Envoy, © | 
Our Senechalls have 1 it in charge to treat you | i : . ; 
As fits your quality 3 ourſelves,” alas, 8 Ty * 
Are all unable in our preſent ſorrows o Had 4% 45105 
n feſtive greeting. Sir, commend us 9 5 
To Royal Denmark ; and i a proſperous wp ane 
Spread your returning fails. [Exit Edel and 1000 

Manent 8 E W O L D and CURAN. 


[Who comes ; Forward. baftily from the Attendants Yo the 
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By all my Anceſtors, | Palos 5 

1 will not hence, fill this ir imperlous King | OY 
Permit I ſee the Enten. | 8 0 
Sew. Gracious s Sir, © Ang nge vnd 20d al 5 


Vent not 1 loud tone your juſt diſpleaſure, 
8 "en 0 2 e 29111 a> HOY bo * T 
hould we be note 
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E 212 
Cur. Does he think chat Cu HH 
Ev'n for that honour, which he owes 1 0 
Will bear th' indignity ; not ſee the Princes: 
Tyrant, T will! for therefore came I hither; 
And Denmark ne'er ſhall call that errand thrifileſs, 
For which her Prince diſguis'd him like a peaſant. 
Sew. Vet hear me, Cutan, or a ſpeedy ruin 
Cur. What ruin ? SEM, I will own, myſelf | 
The Heir of Denmark, can he then refuſe 
An inſtant audience ? 
Sew. Ah; raſh Prince, bethink theo 
Wherefore thou art diſguis'd 3 ist not to hide 
The Heir of Denmark? rightly didſt thou doubt, 
That, fair as fame blazons this virgin's charms, 
The blazon might be falſe; therefore this maſking, 
Fhat thou unnotic'd might'f behold the Princeſs, 
And paſs thy own true judgment on her charms. 
The veil thrown off, thou throw*ſtaway its uſe ; 
And muſt, perforce, ev'n if ſhe proye moſt , 
Proceed to nuptial union; as a Prince, 
Thou canſt not then recede. 
Cur. SEWOLD, I can; 


He ſets me the example. ; 
Sew, Hapleſs youth! 


7 
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Haye I then all in vain pour'd on think ear y = 
The lore ef twnour, chat, with virtuous thirſt, 1 
Still drank it gludly? Has my moml pencil! Y 
So oft portray'd the forms of truth and falſehood, | 4 
In their juſt lineaments, to thy mind's eye; 
And haſt chou 10% d the one, and ſcorn'd the other, 9 
Uubid, fave. by the voice that bade within? 
Thou know ſt thou haſt; ſay then ſhall one Was | 
Baſe as it is, and as thou feel'ſt * N | | 
Undo ?— {1 
Cur. Ah, ſpare me, SzwotÞ, ſpare the reſts 
And let the bluſh, that ungles on my checks = 1 
Implote thy pardon. I forgot myſelf; | = 
Forgot that thou, my maſter, and my friend, | [ 
Heard the raſh word—I am myſelf again; 4 
Yet, Sg wol p, e'er we go, means muſt be found ; 1 
To N the Princeſs. | | 4 
ew, After ſuch affront t 
1 on the abſent Majeſty of Deiinaiſe— a 
Cur, Nay, S WoL b, now thy Feaſbn, in its turn, 
Meets the mad ſhock of paſten; EDRE-s fault 
Leaves his niece blatheleſs. | | 
Sew. True; and could it be 
That, &er we left th inhoſpitable ſhore, _- 
O 3 — A fit 
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L *] Þ 
A fit oeciſiah offer d I ſhould wiſh oo 1 agen 
N Thine eye might make of her; ita wiſhꝰd deciſion: 
«| That ſo each nation might, from ſpvedy broils, +... 4 -/ 
* Perhaps, be freed; for, prove ſhe common fair, 
| | As is the general lot of half her fx: +1 
F I truſt thou would'ſt not pay; for ſuch a Queen, 
1 A 1 Jad esel 0% od nod! wo 
ur. But if: ſhe esd bas lin | T 
* paragon of charms; that bright ey'd Phoenix, - 
Which rumour-paints. her, I will make this Saxon | 
To ey bergen ber beavty and: my love. 10.9902 207170 
| | Sew, What, Prince, if we xetire ?-and-near our ſhips- 
Ss | Reſt-us;encamp?d, till her dead father's: bones 
Þ | Be ſolemnly inhum co non bf 1 
| 4 | Car. A public audience, 2 dar 
g I think, — hats S11 854 
| Sew. And ſq think JI. 
f | Cur. I have a plan, my SW rz 
| | Give it thy patient hearing. In this garn 
; 
| 


—— 5 


No Saxon can ſuſpect my quali 7/7. 
Go thou unto the fleet, while I wait here 
4 | And poke ig £3 eee 
1 Or CPI — Uikelier — 
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I'll change my garb with my yorng Minſtrel ,E“]ʒ 5 _. 
Thou know?ft T can To touch our Daniſh-harp, Sy2 20:07 
As by my practice d ſcill to gain her ear-- e 10D 
Is't not a likely plot ꝰ 810 void 101 beo od ag 1 4 

Seau. What leave my Pf re 50 A 
With ſtrangers , and, if. all lie Ever, foes? s- 

Cur. Thou doſt not leave thy Prince; too wary dx wor D, 
Thou leav'ſt a minſtrel; and what land ſo ſavage/ 
Where minſtrels cannot practice their low d arts r 25 
In honor'® ſaſety All men hold them ſacreck !!: 3 
Thy office hardly more ſo. This befideggodo w 3 
Bethink thee of thoſe truths; thyſelf haft taught me, 
When; in thy leQture; as was oft thy wont. = 
Thou weight; in wiſdon's balance, what thepoize q 
Of princely, and of peaſant happineſs. yinmg'e) © 
In one bright ſcale lay riches, pomp, and po-er; 8 I 
In th* other, health, content; and quiet ſlumbe sn. | 
On that fide, poiſons, plots, aſſaſſinations ::: 1 
On this, ſecurity, and careleſs enſmſemmmmeee. 1 
Theſe laſt are nom my lot. I'm the ſafe peaſant;: d 1 
And mean to prove, by fair experiment. 
That thy ſage ſaws were true. Nay, my beſt Sx wol p, 
If thou forbid? ſt me uſe that good diſcretion -: - 
Thy ſchooling taught me, I muſt. ſay thou, think'ft' _ 

Iz no docile pupil. | 
Os, | Seav. 
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1.2 3 
It is my joy, my pride, that I hee agg 
To cope with difficulties greater far | 
Than this may ſeem; for, as experience taught me, 
How ſeldom Princes know to att like men, 
I've ſhewn thee what man is; and therefore led thee, 
Thro' many an unfrequented path of life, 
That greatneks ſcantly wots of: Bade thee mark 
That plain unſightly plant, call'd Human Nature, 
When ſprouting forth ſpontaneous ; how far culture 
Improves its form ; and what the force of art 
To call forth its beſt bloom. How too that art, 
Like a too rank and too nutricious ſoil, 
Oft marrs its purpoſe, turning to 1 


me . 
We've pac'd thro' cities, villages, and foreſts, 


Sometimes a pilgrim L, with cockled hat, 


And thou the ftripling bearer of my wallet. 
Cur. And, in ſuch maſking, own to me my SEWOLD, 
Did I &er fail to play the part thou bad'ft me? 
Serv. In ſooth thou didſt not. 
Cur. Therefore, holy pilgrim, fie 
Suppoſe me now gone a ſhort ſtone's caſt from thee, 
To 


1 

o crave an alms xt fome fat yeotman's porch, $4 

« A mite'for charity?! give you pod denn, 

« A mite for ſweet St Bridget! My old father, | 

« A pilgrim wora with petabces to ſhrines, 

« Half ſpent with jourtieying, lies in yonder dell, 1 

« God's Mother Mield you! give an oaten crult 

« To break our craving fafts,”” why this is all | 

The danger, if you leave me in this caſtle. | 
Seto. Delicate Prince, I own there is not moch; 2 5 

Train'd as thoa art, there is not much, [ think, | 

I here may leave thee ſafely. Bat not long— _ 

Cur. But for two little days, perhaps det. one. 

Sew. And where ſhall I await thee? | 

Cur, My beſt Sz world, | 

Thou know'ſt, when we did quit our anchor'd barks, 

We croſt a pleaſant valley ; ; rather ſay 

A neſt of ſiſter vales, o'erhung with hills 

Of varied form and foliage ; every vale 

Had its own proper brook, the which it hugg'd 

In its green breaft, as if it fear'd to loſe 

The treaſur*d chryſtal. You might mark the courſe | 

Of theſe cool rills more by the ear, than eye ; 

For, tho' they oft would to the ſun unfold 

Their filyer as they paſt, twas quickly loſt ; 


bi, 


2 ůͤ — — * . 


132831. 
But ever did they murmur. On the verge 


Of one of theſe'clear fireamsthere flood a ceſi 
O'ergrown with moſs, and 1 Ivy near to which, 
On a fall'n trunk, that bridg'a Wi e. 
A hermit ſat. Of him we aſk'd the name 

Of chat ſweet valley, and he call'd it "AY 
Thither my SzwoLD 80, or * thy tent 
Near to thy ſhips, for they are n near the bene. 
Nay, to the fl e ect lll bear the © company, ©, 

And paſs the coming night; ; ſo will the Saxons 

TI be ve left their land, then, on the morrow, * 
With harp 101 hand, and wallet at my fide, © © 
II back to Whitby. * Sz woll b fear me not 

© Siitelt ſucceſs müſt crown our ripen'd plot. [Excunt, 
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A CT II. SCENE I.. 


FT 


- T4 SA om 1131 d 00 
. The Gate of the Cafe. | 
Aan: Jun 2941 Is enen l & 40 
Enter the Fe (ame) Ralph bearing two Fakons hooded - 
8 15 the Hel. & £4 299wt 3 Sur 10 
fate & ww Ogg GO RHEG Vit 7 : by 
'F A L c 0 N E R. LO w 
Now a murrain on thee, Ralph! « did 1 not big thee to 
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fiſt the blank F alcon with the bare breaſt? He, that o on L Our, 
laſt day's port, flew fo luſty a flight; afier the tw two  Herons... 

Ral. The bird was full gorg'd, Maſter ; and marvel 1 
is, that there was one, unfed up, in the mew j for — 
would Er mought chat OE, King ng would have been- 
ak to hawk to day ? 

Fal. Who would have thought ! there it is now; as 
if it became thee, Ralph, to think? No, Ralph no; 
thinking, let me tell thee, hardly becomes thy betters. 
|, now, for example, whoſe ſtyle and title on the Cham- 
berlain's roll ſtands thus, « His Majeſty's firſt Yeoman 
Falconer,” whereas thou writeſt thyſelf, or rather they 
write for thee, fub, that is to ſay ſubaltern, which means 
no more than a mere underling. Now mark me, I, as 
being thy principal, ſhould be principally entitled to 


think ; was thinking, as I before noted, any part of 
our office, N 


Ral. 


[ 220 ] 
Kal. Nevertheleſs thoughts be free, Mafter ; and will 
come into our brain whether they be in office or not,— 
Therefore I cannot help thinking that if one Royal Bro. | 
ther had been coffin'd before the other, that is to ſay 
inſtead of the other, that Brother would not have takeg 
his paſtime thus timeleſsl y. 

Fal. Drinking thou know'ſt, Ralph, drives care away, 
and why may not hawking ſerve the ſame good purpoſe? 
However this be, his Majeſty being minded to hawk, ve, 
look you, muſt be minded to have our matters in readi- 
neſs... Therefore cope me that Tarſels talons, and faſten 
the leaſe to his jeſſes more tightly. Mercy on me, what 
bells be theſe? Silver, ſterling filver tho“ they be, they 
look no better than baſe pewter, cleatiſe me them with 
the lappit of thy leathern doublet, and that inſtantly, Ha! 
what younker have we here thus fantaſtically accouterred! 

Ral. Belike it be ſome ſcape-goat from the Daniſh 
flock, for I ſaw two or three in the like trim, when the 

| Enter CURAN. [Dreſt as a Minfrel.] 
Cur, Give you good day, my maſters; tis my wiſh 
To reſt awhile on this ſame portal bench, 
If fo no churliſ porter would be angry. 

Fal. A ſmooth tongued * and 0 honefh 

featur d: 


> 
4k * +» ww * ks » . & * 


IS 

End, amn liſteth thee, for thaw” facial my 
Cun. en 0 eavun wy eh, goo Foe 

Give me a moment's pauſe, and theſe young lags. 

I think, would bear me up.a morning's fport- 

Cloſe at your Courſers heel, nor ſhould-your hau, 

What time they darted at their feathered prey, 

So-fleetly pounce, but L would catch their game: - 

Warm as it fell, or e'er it touched the ground. 

Fal. Why, eee ee eee bs 

„ e T have ofters verified n let me 

Cur. Dos de Mn db ts ys d ed 

Fal. He is ſo minded, e ee we are here 


Ha! WW miting Nis forth-coming. | TOE | 
rred! Cu. Say then, 610 pie the weng e. 
Dani BW L touch my harp, and chaunt to it a ſong, | 
en the BW Would it be welcome: to thy ear, good: Falconer? 

5 Fal. Troth would it, my ſweet lad; provided tlie 
trel.] burthen of thy ſong be not too tedious, and that the 
wiſh „ eee eee ooh en 

the new-fangled meaſures now a days. | 

| Cur. Fear it not, Falconer, it ſhall be a. ſong, 
neff BW Of which a Northern Prince; ſome: ages gone. 


Fratti'& both the rhymes and muſic ; thou wilt find 


From 


(288 J 
From its fad burthen that he woo'l a Princefs 
Of cruel ſort, who mock'd his loving uit. 37 = 
Fal. There be others beſides Princeſſes, youth, who be 
ſuch like mockers. I have heretofore met one myſelf in 
no nobler a ſhape than that of a miller's daughter. Tho? I 
was ev 'n them in the King's patent ſervice, and as tall of 
my inches as thou ſeeſt mi at preſent. I will therefore 
have a fellow. feeling for thy Prince; having experienced 
Dorcas's cruelty. Ale however helpt me to maſter my 
paſſion, and I preſcribe the ſame remedy to thee, if thou 
ever ſhould eome to years. of .diſcretion, and ſhould'ft 
chance to be in the ſame plight: for there be ten excellent 


qualities in your ſound hodied. ale, the firſt—-— 


Kal. Nay, maſter, if thou telleſt ham what theſe qualities 
be, in the tame ſcrmon-like. way thou haſt: often divided 
them in my hearing, the King will be here e'er n 
the lad's ditty ; and my ears tingle ſor it. 


Fal. Come on en ding mints ve vill ke 


thy ſong fi rſt. Jin 31 Nic 101 o 4 
. RA N ings to 


. [ See the ſong entituled. that of Harald the H. ae page 
138 of this volume, and of gubieh he is ſuppoſed to per. 


Form to his Harp one or more Hanxas, till interrupted 2 
the entrance” of King Edt with Lords attendin ing h lin 
to the field. He . 


— 


Zar E „ 06 „ 
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NADH A FO Led de tt mon] 
Go to, go to, #10} ent bon 07s nv) 191479 0 
We will not waſte one thought upon the Dane- 

He goes diſpleaſed. - Why be it ſo; our ſtate 
sis not ſo looſely on its well-laid baſe e... 
That Denmark, let him put his beſt ſtrength to it, 
Can ſhake its firmneſs. Said'ſt thou not their fleet 
nm e, ere ne minſtrel? 
— "PCS | bas ,AONIRG 

[Curan throws himſelf at the King's fect.” 4 
Cur. My gracious Liege, for I will call thee wine, o 
ny if not mine, where may T End another. 

Friendfefs; forlorn, left on à foreign eoaſt, 

Dy woſe whoſe ruthleſs hearts forbid my Wes 1 od 
To call them counttymen? O facred Sir. 
Take pity on my wretched ſtate; arrange bee of 
dome of your train to find me a employ, 0 
The loweſt not too low for preſent trial, $44 gad ya8 
Till after proof of duty find me friends 

May pleads in my behalf," to-your dread er.. 
Meanwhite T. Would not ruſt in fdleneſs, * 
That b bane of youth, end what too FOR might dull 


AN 


The dual, ht Practiced, facultics I beat, N 284 8 


Ed. 


- —ͤ— —̃—v — cate. it. amt. EN __ ne — — . =_ _ = | 


t 2 1 
%. TR Eik K Gly Rds; het we fat 
Thou art ſome elkſh-truani, nd Har dre 
Thy . hire off by „ 1 5 
For ſore committed 
2 to diſhoneſty.” w n eat gelegt: wit wa 
ur. Think not thus Hf WY Ne M bile bak 
ow: wor raged re ORR rnb 
Of honeſſ Pirarts, Wraith brümghr upp 
In fear of God, arid man. — 1 008 
Doth now in Detimarl# Gin,” Aud in the preſtnen 
Strike the chief Wes psd Seger api 1 
Me to Lord. Ss ward” s, train — 
For that his Ertullende did moch applaul- bod vis 
My growing ſkill, Ack Base Mm cauſe 3 2. 
Fair — PienOb vga 


An * 
. 


— 


— 
- 
— 


Mak We Mf Ml brut, eye L 8 * 
My lov'd and loving father as e rigid 1! 
Full ſorely was I Hl, be enten Geri © 4 
And, for remembranee wh 25 
1 own I loitex?d: (*twas my oli da: 2M 1) 
The Kindmoft, 3 
— — with many a rigid 1 ot 


| Bad e cabs np om: b. 
1 That 


{ as J 
n 
Withal forbidding the remorſeſul ſhipmates 
To let me mount the veſſel. Cruel Dane! 
I ſaw thee hoiſt thy ſails, and call'd for pity ; 

I ſaw thy ſhallop fleetly cut the waves, 

And call'd for pity, till my aching eye age 
Loſt fight of the laſt barque : Then on the ſtrand, = 
Fell I as dead; till youth and nature ſtruggling 
Brought back unwelcome life. O gracious King! 
— — 

24 In footh, : x 
My Lords, this Daniſh boy doth tell his tale 
With ſuch a bold and plain fimplicity, 

As mach perſundeth us he ſpeaks us true. 
Haſt hon, my boy, good {kill in minſrelſy? 
Car. So, Sire, ike wuld be-c0s bold. vagat 5 
For higher of that noble art I deem 
Aud its try'd myſtery, chan yet to boaſt _ 
I had arriy'd at ev'n the midmoſt pitch 

Of Muſic's high perfection. 

Fal. Pleaſe you, l 

his fingers. went by clack-work they could nat relle 


e nor, if g &ylack rooſted in 
Vor. III P | bs 


1 


1 e E ol 29 them were deliciouſly.; he's 
the very prince. of  minftrels. Mol 100 OY e [2 « 9, bfg 
Ed: Peace, knave, and mind thy hanke, 8 Pay Wo 
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Cur. If it ſeem poſe unto my gracious Lord,  , 
PII run the field at his proud courſer's | ben - 
And there ſome moments, Ker r the game be rung, 

Or at del Fahy web eſſay 2 art 


! * * 23135 
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doe e 27 LY rr 
To ſooth his ingly ear. 


Ed. Come on then, boy, ; . da bud ssd 1 
We chere will try thy hy Reil, My Lords, to horſe ”* 


: 20? HY CO 


eee, 
Ourſelves at chef eſt poſtern 25 can ta moi . 55 10 50 
Le: Gore ler ping u 


ein a vd zid c mid Ansdt bas Wofßt nt » 


8 C, EN, EI, 1. Rid 100 11: 515 * 

A Garden within the walls of the Caſtle. 
Enter ABGANTILS and EDITHA, with þ maler. 
e 


Nay, Cweereſ Mitt + Hare with me the Fein,, 
If it be pains, amid theſe beds of _ Dads oC 


FAA, . 1 


To cull ſuch buds and blooms, as beſt deſerre 
To dll our wicker garery,/Thereforg came. ye. 


'Twas 


2.5 JF 


na et de td — Ss 


t 4 1 
Pleas Uf your owh free chöfce; you tid the t 
Would help to chaſe your ſorro ows. ne n ho 85 
How deep a blu, beyond its = compeers,” * 
This roſe has caught from the warm kiſs of Phesbüs! 
That, cho its neighbour, and a8 far remov'a” 
From ſhade and cold, yet lows not half ſo crimſon. 
Is it the Fault oth' ſan? No; he kind ſuitor — 
Makes love to both alike. | Perctiance: my Miſtreſs, | Th} 
That flower, like ſome cby mai makes more cl 
Eer it will warm to kindneſs.  * 
Arg. Peace, fond babbler! TOLL 
Ed. Nay.” now 1 vow, Ur 1 ſo bright a 8 
That bleſt me with ſuch gallant viſitation, © 
I'd not do thus,” nor turn 1 my / pale check from Sands 
But bid kim welcome wich a büxom bluſh, - 
Like this free flower, and thank him for his favours. 
Were it not beſt, what think you 4 
ay Prithee ; peace, ' JOU Te) - 
I know thou mean 't to chear me by this pratile ; $ 
| But *twill not become, let us count our ann: 
We've done, methinks, ev'i a robbery Sn 
On theſe ſweet beds. M11 104750 $1517 5 2185 59 35 UW 
. See here! beſides thefe roſes 5 
Are mes nam'd oth? vale, which, to my ſenſe, © 
aus P 2 Fling 


ff * \; 


7 = * ©. 0 
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—— 
7 * 
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Fling from thei fiber Vells"1 Güintief Perfume 
Than evn"the roſe Hfelf; ſpit'd frxinel. 
The golden martagon, the pale narciflus,” A ban 
And flaunting piony; here's lady's flipper, 2th on 
And lady's mantle to 3 cutl'd A qe doi Dat 
And harebells blue and whitel PIG 

Arg. No, not 4 month); [Not regarding ber, | 
But come andther day * ill be a month, 
Since my dear Father leanꝰd him on this arm, 
And took ſome ſlow-drawn paces down this alley ; 
But he was tir'd full Hoon ad fat Rim _—_ is 
To reſt on this fame bench; ke panted AY 


att 


That then I fad him dye. 


* 


1 ; 


97e | LF s 17 
Ed. Nay, „ Feet Princeſs, © ö ; 
Did you not promiſe me? ; | 
— — — 0 — TUO 5 * I 


At. Indeed Idids ½ 
Yet then? in very deed, , 1 title hop Ty 24 4 . 


1 


£133 if Mail 1 S4ETHADAS be 
1 long ſhould, keep my word. f 


Mi 115 volt ii nids jon ass 5 


Ed. Think of his y Lear Y 
(el nw 2 an 12 of art: 
Arg. I know x he ntl es ſome have counted 


YQBEITYR 
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18 7 + TWHG YC 14 v0. 


What moſt 2 wiſt'd, their e ters Fork in ange 
8 190378 i ID GOA 
And bleſt the ſacred anion. | 
> £9 CIURIC oi aS | 11 199 of YON l 
Ed. solte als 1 | 


7 


— "291.3 La! s 3.10 1641 berg 8 
Have 


1 


1 
Have left them ſooners, i in weak. infaney z; 
Have left chem facherleſs, nay, in their cradles. 3... 
Hurried by death ev'n to their wite's freſh. grave... 
Who died in child: bed: ſuch was my rpm | 
And tho! of gentle, nay. of noble birth, 

If nobleneſs can dwell where riches do Mr. 
Friendleſs, farlorn, ah! what had I been now, 
Had not the Queen, your mother's fol ring care, 


Nu 


Pity'd my orphan ſtate? 7 1 D789! T5ftz}: 3556; ver 
Arg. 1 fear, my friend., 1B. wolt Sina ” P 
I am to blame, ev'n unto fin to blame, . 
Arraigning thus the will of Providence. 1 wn ; 


Yet he, who gaye me tears, will let me ſhed them, 


I truſt, without a frown. eee 
Did 1 not weep. 


E4. Your Royal Uncle's care ; 
Arg. Is he like ADELBRIGHT? vil he — 
Sad ARGENTILE with balf bis n 1 
Thou canſt nat think it. Thou elk bag Ke 0 
His  ſterner temper; for when Os + ALD 2 Son, 05 
The gallant | Eowiy ſued for r thee 3 in maxciage, 

Who but wy uncle mr d your mute blis, 


. n wry HOW bs . 


* 


And made his Father at a tyrant's part ? 


Alas, thou weep'ſt ! — OA 
A ound, that time had clos'd. 


P 3 Ed. 


2 ] 
Ed. And if I weepy? f cid or 2monlow tnefinngs » 
*Tis only that his hapleſs love for ne 
Caus'd the brave youth to fly his native real, 
A voluntary exile. To his ſuit-- 73) 509.7 gn 3 190 2 
Thou know'ſt, my Princefs,: ILdemean'd _ * 
Ever with virgin coyneſs, as I ought. 21d | 
Arg. Thou didft, and ENT PUP 1 
Ed. Gallant as EDUw]IN was, my tongue waz able 
To interdict his paſſion 3 therefore ſure 
1 lovid him not, ſpite of the riſing lighs L 2& ei on 
That ever meet his mention. Had I lov'd him, to ma A 
I muſt have yielded; he was all ſo worthyx Hot Hat 7 
To raiſe a mutual flame»—where then my praiſe Þ- / 
But, huſh, His father comes U his earneſt look Wi Side 
Tella ne he means to claim a private audience. 
He ill would brook my ꝓreſec e. 
Arg. Thouj7poor EnE TRA IU won figs you 15 
Wilt ev'n as ill brook his! retire thee, then 
Yet ſtray not out of call. [lit Editha, 
| v211l,90\0 Enter: O8 W AJ Do ... 
O/ Your pardon, /Princeſs,'i>; [ow ] 2 1 
That, quitting forma, eee A ba! 
Arg. Ah, Ee 


You were my Father's friend, and that ſeeures 
| 4 — 


C * 1 

A conſtant welcome to his orphan child. I }: 5:4 

But why ſo much diftarb*&? +! zine td wit yore 
Of. Is there not Taufe?: i vo ot dye wand off 

Has not King Ez done rare 7 
Arg. What; my good Lord? vr won * 

Till this ſame hour I never leſt my chamber 

Whit kus my uncle done? 11919717 Bur Abib vod'T Y 
O bete un Davey „ 111197 28 les 

And ſent his Envoy back wir Blank reſuſal. 
Arg. Tis as I thought, not fear'd; yet herein read 

A ſum of num 'rbus future wrongs prepard - 

To fall full ſoon upon my innocent head. 
/ Not one, not one, no not the ſlighteſt crong. 

While Os w AL wields a ſword to cherte its fall.. 

Have comfort, Princeſs ;-you have round your perſon 

A ſet of Peers, whoſe perfe@loyalty: +0010 h 

Will at my call pour out their beſt heart's; blood 

In your defence?! 559 949991 ! 2th ood Ui 2s nfs 
Arg. O Heav'n forefend, my Lord" '-0 703 44. 

That AxGEnT1LS ſhould be the cauſe of bloodſhed ! 

Sooner than ſo, I would reſign my chrone, r 

And take a ſubject's ſtation. Truſt me, Earl. 

I ne'er Nas fond of this ſame pagtant ſtate: 

And ſmilingly could quit it.. 1 ie you 5. 

sn A P 4 07 


C 232 1 
O/. Say nat . Dο 2 Y 5026 N 20 191g v 
Born t9ia-Crowns. that Cron mmſt graet your head ; 1. | 
And we have powers to give it legal firmneſs. - 1: 
Arg. Noy rather let him drive me from Jus realm 
A hapleſs exile. I am not the ſirſtt 
His arts have fare'd a wa. 
Of. I read your meaning no one A 
Tt was indeed his eee IA {Sol £25455) 
That ſtruck the flint on my tod fervent nature, 
And bade it fire. Stop, e repentant ſi gs, & 
You will not call my darling Edwin backt 
Alas! you cannot: to th' xtreameſt verge 
Of this wide Ifle my fruitleſs ſearch has reach d- 
No, e ee eee eee 34420 UT 
He's loſt, I fear, for ever. eit 10 wi 
Arg. Hope: the beſt; Rum tibi Oy wind va 
And pronuſe;nie, if ger the Youth, returns, 8 180 1 
He'll have thy, full forgiveneſs, 9199 en 219907 Hon o! Dns 
Of: So from Heay'n,; hw bas vs ano wm ti. 
May I have precious hope of ae baden, 
As now my Son has mine! b1swiot 2moy tb 
Arg. Enough, enough. nde yo 07 an bel bo! 
Thou ſuew &.thy ſelf, again.a.tender father ; 
Therefore I take thee for my los friends. 
21 ; Nay 


- 
"+ 
# - 
| 


fe. i 

Nay rather for my father. Yes, good Rafi, . 
Thou know ſt Tant one; thou to want ſt x Child: 
AR then a father's part, and guard my weakneſs + | - | 
'Gainſt'my feur d Uncle's arts. Vet, if he goes © 
No further than to break my preſent marriage, elolgsg A 
He has my ready pardon : She, who loſa s 
A boon ſhe never yet had learnꝭd to priae : 
Is ſcarce a loſer. Does he wiſh me ſti i 
To live in, Virgin ſtate? My withes there 
Bear him free cm/ any; yet much I er 
Some greater cruelt . d e 

O To thwart theſe nuptiaa s 
Is more than eruelty; tis ſucrilege 
To AbELEN TA jaſt memory. 

Arg. Of this, e 16} 185) el ee 


My Lord, your prudence muſt more fftly judge 


Than a young maiden's. Therefbre, Sir, to ybu. 


And to ſuch peers as were my father friends 
I truſt my honeſt cauſe, and will in Hon 0% 0 
Accord to your Tige"couticils,” Honor d Ea l. 


Adieu. Come forward, faithful EBIT 


And lead me to my Chamber. A 8418 | 01 Ma W. 
| > 18 81 45 "[Exeutt Argettih and Tabb. 


1 
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O/. Remorſeleſ&tyrant'! 14 ICs: 2242 7A 1 91 375138 
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na ! 
C42 #3 - T. 
6 


| | L I 
To wrong this pattern of all Vicg r virtass z: ä üb 
While I have life [ will oppoſe thy Malice! Tom + 
it Ofwald, - 
law eu Da Red wodT' 2/2408 51593 nod 2x7, 
S142 :CBSHE MES oi 1 10 47 
Enter King Edeb and: Lords as returned from Hawking, : 
Curang Falconer nud Ralph attending. 
20,41 ob D ART. fit ening 307 54 
Beſhrew:me; Lords, but this ſame Daniſn boy 
Did give us ſweet addition to our ſport 24371 3moro bag 
1 know not whether moſt to praiſe the cet 
Activity, by which, our game in view, 19} Ul vd ys 
He cours'd the field, and leſt gur ſleeteſt ſteedsss 
Lagging behind g or whether, at default. 
Perch d bu ſome land · mark ſtone, he ſtruck his harr 
And cartrol'd. his. foft, ditty. Py Sr Hr R 
He is a peerleſs boy. biuod! 31 26 254 eilt dW ax 
Za. True, my dread Liege: 2U ao esl 169) DOOS 19 
And then, his dauntleſs ſpirit, mixt ſo.meekly . Won wol 
With boyiſh ſhamefac'dne(s ! for when your Highneſs 


Hig rightful claim to it, 


1 Ven b1ew3tot mo 


Ed, 


L * 1 


IA. True, We noted it; sg ds gnoww or 
A merit ſeldom marked in ſudh ar pix 1% 
The wuinftrel erat Come forward, pretty youth, 
Take thou theſe angels. Thou haſt pleas'd us well. 
My Lord our Chamberlain, have it in charge 
This boy be well appointed; in ſuch ſort 
As ſtts our cup-bearer. Thus we advance him 
Ev'n at the: firſt, and his fhall be the blame 
hh: he not gains ſwift marks of future favor. 
ur. Low/at your: TDA AR Sor'reigny 
3 promiſe true allegiance, © 0/125 1599 20 aig bit 
Ed. Riſe and thank us —?—ò 
By thy fair ſervice. We do hold to-morrow + 
A high carouſal. Ses that thou attend us 
In thy fit weeds, when in our hall we dine, galg os J 
We and our peers,”'! + 107) [Bxeuit aul and Lari. 
Manent CURAN, FALCONER," and RALPH. >: 4. 
Cur. Why, this is as it ſhould be— Nod ætofrosꝗ & 2: oH 
Our good ſtar ſmiles on us beyond bar hopes. DT 4 
How now, good Matter Pilkoier, "why 1 
What F ß in Hand too!” prithes THend be cövetd. 
E. 5e better,” gb6d Matter Cap- ale ud 
Wen, Hacel, the every Way fil in Youler y 
= ae ile, T weir mytelf "without ceremony, Spekk. 
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re 728, him than a. ſcorch'd foraheadsy But, 
. Den er e 

N ee e L fe my. cap met 

reveremiy, as thereby hoping for ſomewhat that may 
warm my, old heart. As for you, my young Sir, who 

are become to day the minion of dame fortune, I know 
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| not how thou wilt demean thyGdlf to-morrow ; therefore 


before to-morrow comes, L will, venture to call myſelf thy 
old friend; inaſmuch I was thy friend before che King 
Was, and zm withal three. years older than his Majeſty. 

Os eee ee Og. 

In fair memorial. 
Fal. I than thee, Far! the: good luck, n has 
of late befallen thee, may in time help to weaken thy 
memdry, ſufer ane to put hee now in mind that, in the 
moroing ahch thou camelt'hithor but of breath Uefrous 
of ñetiag on onder bench to reft thee awhile, I call'd 
thee pretty youth, and hade thee ſit down boldly; thereby, 


1903317 Wo 10 203 2&0 500 15; 


ay iy, inflaling thee for cartier: 


:©\ Pal. | Bleffidgs on:thy'youn 1& hea rt q: ka a1 th 1 5h thou 


pall'd' off my doublet and male” ther a cuſnion of it; 
9 thou 


Surf velld vim mee 40 b recolled, Fr "the Very 
moment thou mad't offer to give me a touch of thy mat. 
firelf T wol thes at thy word. Whereby — OO 
% Nay in wöch. Maler, "that thou UI not, bur 
* mitided a interrupt RR EN FOES > 2 220300 2 
hondr's pardon for you d 48 Hf 8) A 
well Ktiows he would have told you Tonk PfffHble abt 
the dn Nom a hundred tes and know Tit ko-berm 
long as one of Father Aſcinis; and withal as artedifytny, 
fave when one has the brown pitcher beſme ene per- 
ſaaded tm w desſe dhe delwerywH. This had Ind, done 
in the gory nich of tim geo aj! tn 
u. Thou digits, and for unt friendly uſfio, ſee- 
ell Aye abat Indsed docs it, and meſbangelaalys 
Nu Ralph is yourlicge vaſſabfor vrt. vino dec 

Fal. Tho' the;knave:has, I may ay, bed f 
my decand anerit. neither: he Or any man in Del ſhall 
off wp-thind hieb Aceh in this, Mar IU pd: 
eee een; ume ind on ſolin abe 
nc e acventain alice us council The- 
98 145 'fore 
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fore uffure dye, tht Wat I Nd edhce fh the Hirk'; 
rooſting in thy thront A ther no damen piste of 
ſervices = | wn. brown bovi 
*Ca#. Whether it did or not) cas faid in Kindnel,, 
And is as uch fewardedi'® O bit uber angel. 
Fal. St. Hi DA bfefb the f There feinaineth how but 
4 fourth merit to fpmindl "thee or Which, to ſay tlüth, fe. 
ſpecteth myſer Hüglyr Ak b cs; that I. being as thou 
ſeeſt a old and truc'brecd cbürtier, am wholly void of 
one vice, which hath been imputed to our ſe& for time 
immemorial. I JM A2 
Cur. I pruy thee name t. 2910173} e"gaid 20ND 

Tal. That can 1 Mafter, "and with u fafe ebnſciente 
The vice is hy which, Thou Khoweſt, is bn of the ſeven 
deadly fins. *Now-wheteas th art ſuddenly made King's 
Cup bearert ad thereby put ber the heal of nyfelf an 
many a better mai; yet de I hot ey thee thine Her 
but think verily thot wilt acquit*thyſlF in that Rye dice 
better, than ev'n I fhould myſekf at cheſe yr: 

Cur. Indeed, aud map T credit the! Mw ods ohh 

Ral. Nay, Miſter; hers put I in-for u ſhare in che merit, / 


1 am younger, and, I truſt, more handy thun the Faleoner 


himſelf, and yes whire de matter of kap beg e. 
cerned, I knock under to your honor s: Sufi beating * 
and gentility. I do in faith, 


Cur. 


( 2s Þ 


— Gage win ulghtcoinbeboran ge 
9 tomy praſperii . gather 
Good friends fare wel. [ Exit Curan. 
Rel. Aye; my Maſter, that, will we do: we'll ſee. the 
cann. ta the bottom. were it as big as Ulphus's horn. 
„Fal, Ralph, mark me well, Ralph, this young ſpend- 
thyift will, be wiſer in time. But till that time comes it 
behaves us to drink. 10 the Jong continuang 8 
nerous 2 folly... 411 K Erst Rolph and Falconer... 
$113 101 Hot 100 07 dotnꝗ m asd died do dvr o 590 
SCENE IV. Triromormmi 

The King's Cloſet E DEL, Solus. 

Kart ator trick d out by our good ftary .... 
To fit gan long-meant purpaſe. He ſhall wed ,.; ..;; 
Our pegs hal paſs on her for . duc 
His youths his comlineſs, hi- country, to. 
Wil amp: Nn hem Caan is her heart; Anids 14 
And, married to, am lien anda pesfant 

Where then will be hex royalty i But firſt Dosbal Dd 

| ml diſmiſ F A . Ale is honeſt 
Arch bak, what ft: ĩs found with honeſty, - lo gn¹,Eᷓ me! 
A het aud credulous ſpirit, hich ye found bas Ima 
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We fear'd might after harm us, But in this, 
Were we to make the old Earl privy to it, 
He ne'er would meet our wiſhes : he ſhall go 
Envoy to Denmark ; but my arts will fail me, 
If eber he living lands on Denmark's ſhore. 
What ho ! who waits there? is Lord Os wal v come? 
Enter OSWALD with an USHER, 
Up. My Liege, the Earl attends. [Exit Uſber, 
Ed. Welcome, good OswaLd ! 
We have a weighty buſineſs to impole 
On thy allegiance, and, as we do hold 
Thy prudence far beyond the vulgar ſcope, 
Reſolve in this high point to truſt it ſolely. 
Of. My Liege, ye do out rate it. 
Ed. Not a whit. | 
Believe us, honeſt Oſwald, -we have poiz'd 
Thy merits well and found them in our balance 
Of ſterling proof but to the preſent buſineſs. 
Thou know'ſ already we of late thought fit 
To check this alien marriage of our zuece, 
And thwart the haſty Dane. | 
/ I do indeed, | 
And marvel at it much ; nay to ſpeak plain, 
| Oſwald 


1 24 


(Ofwald muſt ſpeak. o, tho? his King's . 


It wounds your Brother's memory. . ann 
Ed. Hear our Reaſons, T2 YN” 2907 24. 


We hold it all unſafe, for adn * N 1 533 23" 
A ſtranger ſhould come in to lord it here 
In right of our young niece; and therefore, Earl, 
Our word with our dead brother) yet the good 
Of two, great kingdoms far o ereame that ſcruple. 
/ But when the offended Majeſty of Deamark ; 
Shall arm a fleet __ % 


, , % 
A 7 „ — 82 * * 
* 
Ed. Why this, 3 
7 . stelle a 


And tho' we truſt we have ſufficient powers, bung ve 
To cope with his beſt ſtrength, yet would we Y 
Prevent all bloodſhed ; and with this fair aim 
We mean to ſend thee, in all haſte, eber, 
Our peaceful Envoy. ene er 2 
Of. Might] bear the Princeſs . Re 7 
To her expecting ſpouſe, I ſhould with joy , = 
Accept the high Commiſſion : ſuch a freight _ nd er 
Will only load my ſhip with the juſt price 
To buy us peace from Denmark, _  ,.., 
24. Tuſh, old Earl, | 
The Dane will dread 30 fight us: ks him a 3 
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Then, AxcGenTiLE, thy half is loſt already [ Afid. 


| Give me thy final and aſſenting anſwer. [Exit Edel. 
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After fach truce thy audience there may win, 
We ſhall be well-prepar'd to meet his wrath, 
And foil it too. | 

/ You ſaid you wiſh'd for peace. 

Ed. I do; if peace and amity, Lord Os wAL p, 
May be procur'd at a much cheaper rate, 
Than one of our two Kingdoms. 

Of. Our two Kingdoms! 


Ed. Why muſe ye thus, my Lord, we did expect 
More free acceptance of that honor'd charge, 
Which we ſo freely offer'd. | 

Of. Age, my Liege, 

Makes me unfit— 

E4. Say rather that thy age 
Makes thee moſt fit; for reverence hangs on age 
And ſuits our Envoy. Lords of greener years 
Would ſue for the great charge, but on thyſelf 
Our choice has fixt ; if thou diſclaim'ſt the taſk, 
'Thou art not what I deem'd thee. For the moment 
I leave thee to reſolye what likes thee beſt, 
Whether to meet thy Sov'reign's will with duty, 
Or force him think, what he would wiſh unthought, 
Thou'rt the Dane's friend not his: within an hour 


0; 
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Of: It is too plain; he does but wiſh my abſence, 
To paſs ſome cruel fraud on ARGENTILE 3 
And give himſelf, by that fair maid's miſhap, 
More right, or ſeeming right, in his two kingdoms. 
Two kingdoms, Tyrant One is more than due, 
But patience—I muſt act awhile the part 
My ſoul diſdains, muſt ſeem to accept his charge 
Yes, I will be his Envoy to tae Dane; 
But only to convey that treaſure with me 
Is the Dane's plighted due. Now to the Princeſs, 
To win her to my purpoſe : ſhe muſt hence, 
And quickly ; for, if here ſhe dares to wait, 
Death, or Kill worſe than death, muſt be her fate. 

LExit Oſwald, 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 


A Royal Apartment. 
Enter King EDE L and CURAN. 


Ed. Doſt thou not boaſt ? 
Cur. In truth I do not, Sir, 

Ev'n in our days of greeneſt infancy 

I was his humble play-mate ; and, when youth 

Nerv'd him for ſtouter ſports, the gallant Prince 

Would make me his compeer ; to ſhoot the ſhaft, 

To pitch the bar, to wreſtle, race, or tilt, 

In theſe and all like proofs of hardiment, 

He ever choſe my rivalry. 

Ed. If fo, 

Haply, thou now couldſt counterfeit his perſon. 
Cur. I could, my Liege, were there a fit occaſion, 
Ed. Were we right ſure of this, occaſion now 

Should call thee to the trial. 

Cur. Some have thought 

My lineaments did much reſemble Cuzan's. 

Nay, once I do remember, in our childhood, 

We did in ſport change dreſs ; and I the while, 

My 
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My little heart beating with innocent pride, 
So ſtrutted in his plumes, as caus'd a ſmile 
On many a cheek to ſee with what mock grace 
I aped the Heir of Denmark. 

Ed. So even now 
Thou ſeem'ſt to act him o'er again; in ſooth 
Thou art a peerleſs boy, and wilt befit 
Our buſineſs to our wiſh ; which, to tell briefly, 
Is this, that thou, in ſemblance of the Prince, 
Should'ſt play the ſuitor to our royal niece ; 
For which thy youth, and, wherefore ſhould we rob thee 
Of what was Heav'n's own gift, thy comlineſs 
Will tand thee in good ſtead, Beauty and youth 
Are the beſt weapons in a gallant's hand 
To conquer virgin coyneſs, theſe thou haſt 
From nature, theſe King EDEL bids thee uſe, 
Which, if thou doſt like one of Cupid's teaching, 
Beſhrew me, boy, but it will raiſe thy fortunes 
Higher than now thou dream'ſt of. 

Cur, My dread Liege, 
Ye ſurely mean to mock your humble vaſlal ; 
I pray ye ſcoff not at my poverty. 

Ed. Truſt us, fair youth, we do not. By our faith 
A Sov'reign's faith, win thou our ArGenT1LE 
And thou ſhalt wear her, But ſhe muſt be won, 


3 Her 


— 
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Her heart, her ſoul muſt be thine own ſo fixt, 
That if we frown and croſs awhile your nuptials, 
Which for ſtate reaſons we perchance may feign, 
Thou may'ſt perſuade her to be thine by flight: 
This if chou canſt atchieve— 

Cur. I know not, Sir, 
But this ſo ſudden fo unhoped an honor 
O'erpowers me wholly ; can you mean, my Liege, 
In very truth ? | | 

Ed. By all the ſaints we do. 

Cur. Then be it ſo; that gracious ſmile did ſeem 
To dart a ruddy beam of royalty | 
Warm to my heart. I am not what I was ; 

I tread with loftier ſtep ; my heart beats high 
As if the blood of Denmark boiPd within it. 

Ed. Excellent Boy! his ev'ry word and geſture 

Inſures ſucceſs, and tops our higheſt hope. 
In faith, Prince Cur an, for thou well doſt ſuit 
The gallant title, thou doſt pleaſe us highly. 
Some three hours hence take heed that thou attend 
Our ſummons to our cloſet : thou ſhalt there 
Have further ſchooling ; meanwhile, on thy life, 
Be ſecret. | 

Car. Take that life, if I am falſe. 
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Ed. We will not doubt thee ; favour'd as thou art, 
Thou muſt be true to us, who ſhow ſuch favour, 
And mean ſo to augment it, 

Cur. At thy feet 
I ſwear — 

Ed. Ariſe, thou haſt our confidence, | 
And ſoon ſhalt from our wardrobe have diſpenc'd 
Thoſe veſtments, which befit thy ſtate to wear 
In audience of our niece, 

Cur. Impatiently, 

My Liege, ſhall I expect them; for theſe weeds 
Seem now to ſit untowardly upon me: 


* ane * 2 2 * Þ * ts" 
W 


burn to change them. . 
3 Ed. Wait us in our cloſet. [Exit King, 
. Cur. ¶ſolus Can it be thus? indeed, indeed men 
? wrong thee, 
= My miſtreſs Fortune, when they paint thee blind! 
q Shew me an eagle, that, with firmeſt eye 
F- Can meet the ſun in his meridian march, 
I And I will call that eye, compar'd with thine, 
W The bat's that blinks at twilight: were 't not ſo, 


Thou could'ſt not guide thy hardly-govern'd wheel 
So evenly foreright, as now thou doſt; | 
And ſwift too, as t' would fire its very axle. 
| 5 O that 
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O that my Sg wol p knew !—But truce awhile 
With exultation. Paſs three little hours 

And I have audience of fair ARGENTILE. 
How then to act? why as a ſpirit would, 
Who has the magic power to ſhift, and turn 
From viſible t' inviſible, as beſt 

May ſuit his preſent purpoſe. Let me fee her, 
And in her face, I con the ready part 
I have to play ; the full game thus before me, 
I'll win it, or II loſe it, as I liſt. 

Enter FALCON ER. 

Fal. Where is the King's Majeſty ? lead me inſtantly 
to the King's Majeſty's own perſonal preſence | Mercy 
on me, I have hardly breath left me to deliver that news 
to him which, I truſt, wall choak him with choler. Brave 
maſter Cup-bearer, preſent me unto him this moment,— 
There js no time to be loſt, I can aſſure you ; by this they 
muſt be at leaſt ſix miles deep, look you, in the foreſt. 

Cur. They! ſay, who mean you? 

Fal. Yes, in good troth, that is a likely ſtory ; and 
from a man of my years and experience, who has been 
about Court, man and boy, for full fifty years come next 
all-hallow tide ; to expect now by one fingle, and with 
your leave, ſimple queſtion, to get ſuch a ſecret out of 
ſuch 
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ſuch a man! But you are a green courtier, maſter Cup- 
bearer, and are therefore to be excuſed. Come, lead me 
to the King's Majeſty ; it will ſuffice, I truſt, if I un- 
boſom unto his Grace thoſe I mean by my they, that are 
now in the foreſt. 

Cur. Thou art indeed an old and full-bred courtier 
Thus to forget — 

Fal. What! that you gave me certain angels of late 
to drink to your God-ſpeed ? The ſervice for which thoſe 
angels were given was conſcientiouſly performed. Why 
then ſhould the memory of the gift remain, when the 
cauſe of it is cancell'd. Nevertheleſs I do remember 
thoſe angels ſo well, and the number of them, as-to know 
that, were they increas'd in tenfold proportion, they would 
not purchaſe an anſwer to thy preſent queſtion, though 
compriz'd in a tiney fingle ſyllable. Enough for thee 
to know, that the ſecret is for royal ears, to which I com- 
mand thee to lead me. 

Cur. I will lead no man to the royal preſence, 

Who brings unpleaſant tidings. 

Fal. Thou art a ſhrewd ftripling, that muſt be ſaid for 

thee, having already gueſst ſo much of my ſecret, as to 


know it is no very pleaſant one. 
Cur. Who then, but thee, would bear it to the King? 
Was 
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Was it a ſecret, he would joy to hear, 

Thy fee might chance be ample; as it is, 

Truft me, he'll only pay thee with a frown, 

Fitting the ſort and colour of that ſecret. 

Fal. Why indeed I do believe it will make his Ma. 
jeſty ſwear a little. 

Cur. Surely it will-to go without his leave 
By ſtealth, and thro? the foreſt. Then their rank, 

Men he ſo much had honor'd.— 
. Fal. Nay there you are out; there is but one man in 
the party, 

Cur. The Princeſs ſurely has not fled the Court. 

Fal. Since thou dealeſt with the devil, I find it will be 
moſt prudent in me to make thee a party concern'd.— 
Know then moſt aſſuredly, that the Princeſs has fled the 
Court accompanied only with old Lord Os wAL p. 

Cur. Death to my hopes—but art thou ſure of this ? 

Fal. If ſeeing is believing, that am I; but to tell thee 
the matter in form and circumſtance. I was practiſing a 
tarſel at the lure, in a deep ſort of a dell, ſome two miles 
diſtant from the Caſtle; where I heard a ruſtling of leaves 
in a ſidelong road to the left ; there, thro” the thicket, I 
faw the Princeſs bruſh briſkly on that white palfry, on 

which ſhe has hawked theſe two laſt ſeaſons ; before her 
= Fn gallop'd 
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gallop'd Lord Os w aN p on his ſtout bay gelding, who is 
half brother to King EDET's Swift ; that very ſame ſteed 
he rode on yeſterday, when thou ſang'ſt thyſelf into thy 
preferment. They made as much haſte, I can aſſure thee, 
as a vile ſtony, uphill, bridle-ſtyle road would ſuffer them. 
But this is not all; for, haſt'ning home with my news, 
I met with another ſtrong cauſe of ſuſpicion that they are 
bent on no honeſt errand ; for, croſſing the road that leads 
to the weſt gate, I ſaw a ſmock- facꝰ i kind of youth, more 
ſmock-fac'd even than thyſelf, bleſs the mark, in a green 
doublet and hoſe trudging.away, as faſt as a pair of very 
ſpindle-ſhanked legs could carry him; *twas a face l had 
ſeen before, but could not rightly tell where; nor did I 
recolle& it till I had enter'd the Caſtle Gate. But now 
Pll take my bible oath *twas no boy but a girl, and that 
girl my Lady EviTHa the Princeſs's fav'rite waiting 
gentlewoman, | | 

Cur. Did ſhe purſue her Miſtreſs ? 

Fal. No, no, ſhe took quite a different road, yet a 
footpath, that meets the other ſome eight miles diſtance ; 
ſhe went down the valley, whereas the Princeſs ang Lord 
Oswald took up the hill. 

Cur. And would'ſt thou bear ſuch tidings to the King? 

Fal. Marry that would I, and muſt too, for they be 
true ones. 


Cur. 
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-* Cur. Go then and meet his wrath, who didſt negle& 
To ſeize the handmaid. Go and meet his wrath 

For this thy tardineſs. Know'ſt not that the time, 

Thou here haſt ſpent with me, is worſe than loſt ; 

This when he knows, he'll on thy back inflict 

A ſtripe for every moment. 

Fal. Mercy on me! why would'ſ thou detain me? lead 
me to him directly. 

Cur. Falconer, I am thy friend. I'll point a way 
Much ſafer than to Ever. Hence with me 
This inſtant in purſuit of the loſt Princeſs, 

Fal. What! before we acquaint the King's Majeſty of 
her elopement, and have his royal writ to arreſt her 
Highneſs ? ; 

Cur, I grant thee, wert thou ſure of ſuch commiſſion, 
It might be well to ſeek it: But her flight, 

Once known, he will diſmiſs ſome Earl, or Knight, 
Or valorous Captain on ſuch high purſuit, 

Not thee poor peaſant ; what then ſhall become 
Of thy reward ? Now thou and I together 

Are a full match for Os wAL D. Him ſubdued 
And ArGenT1LE recover'd, double Knighthood 
Will ſurely be our fee. 

Fal. Earl OswaLd, let me tell you, tho' old, is ſtout 
and 
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and well timber d, and may not be ſo eaſily maſter'd as 
your vanity may imagine. 

Cur. But we will raiſe the country to aſſiſt us, 

When once we ſind them. 


Fal. Ves indeed, that bears ſome likelihood. The 
Poſſe Comitatus, and we at the head of them! He cannot 


make them all knights, and as we ſhall appear to be the 
firſt movers in the buſineſs, you know ; and the King's 
patent ſervants before that— 

Cur. True, true, but time is precious. Haſte we hence. 
Lead me the way they went, and truſt me, Falconer, 
Soon as we find them, our reward is ſure, 
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SCENE II. 


An outer Court in the Cale. 


Enter two LORDS. | 
F. Lord. Intheſe Earl Os wal bs letters, briefly penn d 1 


The hour they took their flight, you read the ſum 

& Of this black buſineſs ; nor have now to aſk 

For proof more formal or of the King's baſeneſs, 

= Or the Earl's honeſty ; e'er this, I truſt, 

He has lodg'd the Princeſs in ſome place of ſafety. 

| S. Lord, 
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S. Lord. I praiſe his prudence : ev'n in that loud note 
I'd thunder out deſtruction to the Tyrant, 
Could words deſtroy him; but that calls for deeds. 
F. Lord. And deeds ſhall be attempted. Mark me, Sir, 
Already I've beſtirr'd me to this end 
With hope of fair ſucceſs ; prompted by me, 
Your couſin ALDRED, captain of the guards, 
Ev'n now is ſowing thro” the ſoldiery 
The ſeeds of hot commotion. You, my Lord, 
Can boaſt much intereſt with our honeſt Burghers, 
Which might be us'd. | 
S. Lord. And ſhall to th' full extent 

Of my beſt faculties, for which in pledge 
J lock this hand of fellowſhip in thine, 
And ſwear to riſk my fortune, honour, life, 
In AxGenTiLE's juſt cauſe. Nor doubt I, Lord, 
Before to-morrow's dawn to head in arms 
Three thouſand citizens. But ſee the Tyrant ! 
Let's hide our honeſt hate in loyal ſeemings, 
Till execution ripens. 

Enter King EDEL haſtih, 

A Courtier and Ralph following. 
E D E L. 

Brings the ſlave 
No plainer tidings? 


Court , 
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Court. None, my Gracious Liege. 

Ed. Fellow, be brief, and tell us all thou ſaw'ſt. 

Ral. Pleaſe your Majeſty, your Majeſty's Yeoman 
Falconer and I, who by your Majeſty's favour am his 
Deputy, were ſome hours agone practiſing a young hawk 
at the lure in a place on the fide of the foreſt called Dead- 
man's Dell; where we ſaw the Princeſs and Earl Os w aL p 
ride haſtily thro? the thick copice on the left, juſt as the 
Gentleman has inform'd your Highneſs. My maſter, on 
ſeeing them, left me with the bird and faid he would hie 
him to the Caſtle, and give your Majeſty information 
thereof, 

Ed. And why in this did the vile traitor fail? 

Ral. Of that, pleaſe your Highneſs, I am innocent. 
All I know is, that when I had given my bird its exer- 
ciſe, and was returning to our lodge in the great park, I 
ſpied my maſter at ſome diſtance and the young ſtripling 
with him, now your Majeſty's Cup-bearer. 

Ed. Ha! ſaid'ſt thou he, the Daniſh minſtrel ! 

Ral. The ſame; but in an Engliſh foreſter's garb, 
Whereupon I was at firſt minded to go and aſk Maſter 
whether he had waited on your Highneſs. But when I 
conſidered that he was in company with a Gentleman of 
ſuch high office, it behoved me, as I thought, to keep 

f my 
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my diſtance, being aſſured I ſhould. only gain one of my 
Maſter's heavieſt oaths, if not blows, in anſwer to my 
queſtion, However ſtill ſuſpecting that your Majeſty 
might not be privy to the matter, I came forthwith to 
conſult this Gentleman, who, under your Majeſty's favour, 
heretofore procured me my place. 

Ed. Enough, enough, come forward, good my Lords 
And truſty Counſellors. You ſee your King 
Struck to the very ſoul at the ſtrange flight 
Of our fond niece, Young as the wanton was, 
We did not think ſhe would ſo far debaſe 
Her roval lineage, as (we bluſh to own it) 
This act declares ſhe has. 

F. Lord. But, Gracious Sov'reign, 
We marvel moſt Earl Os w AL led her forth, 

Ed. True; but we live in ſuch a world, my Lords, 
That, whoſo marvels at like wickedneſs, 
May pals thro? life, feeling no other paſſion 
Than blank aſtoniſhment, Full well we gueſs 
The trait'rous purpoſe why the Earl contriv'd 
Our niece's flight; nay, we can count the ſums 
That Denmark long has paid into his coffers. - 
More at our council board will we unfold, 
Whhereat this evening, with our other Lords, 
Ve bid ye to attend us, 

F. Lord. 
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F. Lord. Sire, in all 
Command our ready duty. 
Ed. We there mean 

To take your voices, who may beſt ſupply 
The throne our truant niece has vacated, 

But firſt we'll bend us at ST. HII A's ſhrine, 
And aſk, moſt needful in a ſtrait like this, | 
Heav'n's holy aid to guide us in our Councils. [ 

; Exeunt Edel, c. 


SCENE: II. 


Changes to the Vale of Hakeneſs; a Hermit's Cell in 
front near a Rivulet. 


SEW OLD comes cut of the Cell follow'd by EDWIN | 
diſouis'd as a Hermit but without his beard. \ 


SEWOLD. | 

Thanks to thy courtecy, thou reverend Seer ; 
For youth like thine is reverend. Solitude 
And filence, inmates of this peaceful vale, 
Have given thee, what a length of buſy years, 
Spent in the noiſe and turmoil of the world, 
Oft fail to give, rich ſtore of uſeful truths | 

Vor. III. R Well 


1 * } 
Well rang'd on memory's tablet. Vet T'\matve};:n 
Young Lord, what led thee in thy life's fair prime 
To this fo cloſe ſecluſion ; thou haſt faid, 
It was not for that end; which ignorance 
Miſdeems Religion, and [ truſt it was not 
For that ſtill falſer end, which rankling ſpleen 
Miſcalls Philoſophy. 
Ed. Indeed it was not. 
Yet there are ills, begot of fad miſchance, 
Which facred ſolitude alone can cure; 
And ſome there are, of ſach a ſtubborn ſort, 
As mock her powers medicinal'; yet fill 
Where'er ſhe fails to cure, he ſerves to ſooth. 
For this I uſe her opiate ; ever far 
| From perfect remedy, yet much reliev'd 
By her emolient aid. | 
Sew. There is, young Lord, 
Another Leach, whoſe drugs have paſſing power 
O'er every malady that mars the mind. 
That Leach is friendſhip ; he would probe thy wound 
With tendereſt hand, and, while he opens, heal. 
O that my ſon were here! for I, alas, 
Am all unequal, from diſcordant years, 
To the ſweet taſk ! his youthful converle gay, 
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Mixt with ſoft ſympathy and ſmiling tears, 
Would lure thee to unboſom in his breaſt 
Thy every care, and, opening thus a courſe 
To thy pent ſorrows, bid them run to waſte, 
Or change them into pleaſures, 
Ed. Think not, Dane, 
That ſolitude has blunted in this breaſt 
The inborn taſte for choice ſociety, 
Or that ſtill richer reliſh for bleſt friendſhip, 
Which Nature gives her votaries. Think not, Dane; 
Quitting the world, I meant to quit that love 
Inſtinctive, that each creature owes its kind, 
And, chief of theſe, that man ſtill owes to man. 
Sew. I truſt indeed thou didſt not. But methinks 


I hear ſome footſtep. Tis perchance my Son — 


Ah no- my vaſſal Baldwin from the fleet. 
Enter a DANISH SAILOR. 
Sail. My Lord, a fly-boat from yon neighb'ring port, 
Its freight one ſeaman only, hail'd our ſhips; 
And, when we bade him quietly approach, 
Row'd ſidelong to the firſt and on its deck 
This pacquet flung, and hied him back with ſpeed. 
[Sewold takes the letter, opens it, and reads. 
Ka « To 
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« Th the Lord Ambaſſador of Denmark, 
Greeting, 


« 'The unkingly manner, in which your high Embaſſage 


* has been treated, by him who was bound by oath given 


to the dying King ADELBRIGHT to treat it with all 
« due honour, has awaken'd much diſpleaſure in the breaſt 
* of many honeſt Saxons, who are at once friends to 
* their own country and well affected to the Majeſty of 
* Denmark. Amongſt theſe no man is more ſtrongly 
*« offended than the writer of this letter, who hereby pro- 
«« miſes, if ſo that your Excellency ſhall think meet to 
« anchor two days longer in your preſent ſtation, to con- 
« vey ſafely to your fleet (if Heav'n favours his juſt de- 
* ſign) the fair object of your Embaſſage. Hoping that 
c ere this ſhall reach your hands, he ſhall have already 
e ſecur'd her from the wiles of the Tyrant. 
| « Signed, OSWALD.” 
Ed. Oswari! [ Starting. 


Sew. That ſtart beſpeaks you know him. 
Ed. Know him! 


Sew, Methinks I ſee the tears guſh from your eye. 
Say, Sir I pray ye, is he of ſuch rank 

And influence in the Court, that I may truſt 

On what he here doth promiſe ? 


55 

Ed. Noble Dane, 
He is the very ſoul of honeſty. 
In virtue as ſuperior as in birth, 
And from that birth as high an Earldom holds 
As Anglia gives; his virtues are his own. 
Your pardon, Sir, I cannot count the ſum 
Of his juſt praiſes.— Peace, my fluttering heart, 
He is—but rather let me ſay, he was 
And yet, perchance, now he is EDETL's foe, 
He may be ſtill my Father. 

Sew. Say'ſt thou, Youth, 
Thy Father? then we need no more credentials. 
And yet, it ſeems, from the disjointed phraſe 
That gave this to my knowledge, ſome harſh treatment, 
Which ſure to ſuch a Son—May I not preſs 
Thy further confidence ? 

Ed. To ſuch ſage ears 
To tell a tale of diſappointed love 
Muſt make the teller bluſh : ſuffice to ſay, 
That for this cauſe I lodg'd me in this cell ; 
Becauſe, by cruel ED EL“s arts miſled, 
He frown'd on my chaſte wiſhes ; ſince the day 
hid me here twice has yon golden orb 
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Finiſh'd his annual round, and here did mean 
To end that lite in pining ſolitude, 
J was forbid t' enjoy in virtuous love. 
Yet truſt me, Dane, if, as thoſe letters ſpeak, 
The Genius ſtern of Liberty is rous'd, 


And threats the Tyrant's fall, this hermitage 


No more ſhall ſhroud me. Truſt me, noble ſtranger, 
I'll inſtant lift beneath fair Freedom's banners, | 
Eager to plant my dagger in the breaſt 
Of her fell foe. Then farewell theſe hoar veſtments, 
And welcome helm and hawberk. 
Sew. Gallant youth, 
This zeal fits well upon thy manly front, 
And ſoon, I deem, thy father and thy country 
Will call it into action. For the moment, 
I haſten to the fleet to ſpread new orders 
Touching its further ſtay. My Son, I hope, 
Will ſoon be here; for this thy cell was fixt 
Our place of meeting. If, ere my return, 
The youth arrives, thy courtecy, I truſt, 
Wil bid him kindly welcome. 
Ed. As a brother, [Excunt ſeveral. 


SCENE 
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5 CRANE w. 
Changes to another part of the Valley. | 
Enter EDIT HA diſguifed in a Forefter's Habit, 


EDITHA. 
Thus far, tho' long and dreary was the way, 
Have I adventur'd ſafely ; and am now 
Secure from all purſuit. Vet like the hare 
That pants, and trembles, and with prick' d- up ears 
Still thinks the hound is nigh, her ſpeed had foil'd ; 
So do I ſtart, and ſtop, and fear a foe 
In every ruſtling breeze. The houſewife, ſhe 
That with her oaten cakes and curdled cream 
At yonder homely cabin late refreſhed me, 
Has made me much her debtor. Heaven ſo ſmile 
On this day's buſineſs, as its juſtice merits z 
Then to the Princeſs ſhall my grateful tongue 
Make fair memorial of that gentle Hoſteſs. 
The FALCONER appears on the brow ef a high hill 
| to the left. 
Fal. What ho! young Dane what ho! 1 have done 
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my errand, the fleet lye to the ſouth eaſt trimly array'd 
and ſafely anchored. What ho! do'ſt not hear me? 

Ed. Ye Saints defend me! ſure I heard a voice. 
This is no place of ſafety. [Exit haſtily, 

Fal. What ho! why flyeſt thou? Have I not done as 
thou baddeſt me? ¶ Deſcending the hill.) Murrain take him! 
if this young ſcape-gallows has not left me. What ho! 
Maſter Cup-bearer | I might as well whiſtle to the winds 
as try to recall him. O that a man of my age and ſober 
ſenſe ſhould ever turn out ſuch a fool! firſt he makes me 
climb up a hill, as fteep as a very ladder, to look out 
for the Daniſh fleet, as if the young knave (who within 
the year I truſt has been many a time whipt for climbing 
his neighbours pear trees) was not far fitter for ſuch an 
errand. Up however climbs 1, at the manifeſt riſk of 
burſting my old lungs ; does the buſineſs ; ſpys the flect ; 
advertiſes him of it, and what get I for my trouble, but 
the ſight of a pair of light heels, and the comfort of be- 
ing left alone in a perilous wood? My only conſolation is 
that, being a ſtranger to the country, he may peradventure 
return here for my guidance; cherefore in that ex- 
pectatian will I fit down and reſt myſelf a little. Hit, 
hiſt, what ruſtling was that in the glen to the left ! Mercy 
on me! Lord OswaLD himſelf, che very man it was 
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our buſineſs to ſeize. And now in the very nick of time 
this young traitor has left me. To attack him by myſelf 
were very madneſs, and yet, had I but the courage to do 
it, I were a made man all my life after. Now if he were 
not armed 
Enter OS WALD haſtily and ſeizes the Falconer by the 
© throat. ; | 

OF. What errand brought thee here? ſpeak, caitiff, ſpeak, 

Fal. O for mercy | what? ſpeak when I am throtled ! 
for the love of St. Hilda ſlacken thy gripe. 

O/. Quit then thy ſtaff and all thy other arms, 
That dagger in thy belt. Lye there, thou ruffian. | 

{ Throws him down and lifts his fword over him. 


Muay, it thou ſtir' t this point is in thy heart. 


Fal. Spare my life, noble Earl, ſpare but my life and 
Pill diſcover the whole truth. I was decoy'd here, it is 


© true, on the felonious intent of finding where you had be- 


ſtowed the Princeſs ARGENTILE. 

/ And doſt thou own it, daſtard ! 

Fal. Alas! what would lying about the matter do for 
me? Nay, more, I was ſpirited up to endeavour to make 
ſeizure of your honour's perſon. Not that I ever meant 
to attempt it ſingle-handed. The young rogue, that was 
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ſworn to aſſiſt me, has left me here, like a vagabond and 
coward as he is. And now having told the whole 
truth, let me beg on my knees — { Offering to riſe, 
% Nay if thou flirreſt! 
Fial. That frown, gracious Sir, is enough for me. O 
for mercy withdraw that. lifted blade ! only till I ſay one 
ſhort prayer to St, Hilda, that ſhe may intercede with 
your honour to ſpare my life. 
[Ofwald takes the belt that hung over the Falconer's 
| ſhoulder and with that and the quarter flaff pinion; 
His arms. 

% Now, Traitor, thou art ſafe ; I will not kill thee, 

Fal. No, noble Os wal p, if thou didſt, the more 
would be the pity for me, and the leſs the profit for thyſelf; 
for thereby wouldſt thou loſe the knowledge of what, once 
told, would be worth the . of my PRs nay, of 
my freedom, | 

/ Go to: Declare that knowledge. 

Fal. Would you, Sir, be pleaſed to climb vonder hill 
with me, I would ſhew your honour a ſight would do you 
good to ſee ; for I am ſhrewdly out of my politics, if he, 
that has run away from one King, would not be very fain 
to put himſelf under the protection of another. 

3 07 
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Of What mean'ſt thou, knave ? 
Fal. Nothing, pleaſe your worſhip, but this: That 
whereas in your preſent condition, craving your pardon, 
you are hable to be taken up for a 


(I will not name 
the word it is fo hardly favoured) You might by my 
honeſt afiftance find ſafer refuge for yourſelf, than theſe 
old oaks and underling briars will be long able to afford 
you. Now the Daniſh fleet ” at preſent within 
| hailing— 

O Sayſt thou the Daniſh fleet? and not yet fail'd ! 

Fal. I fay it, Sir, and ſwear it to boot; for I ſaw it 
juſt now with theſe eyes lying ſnug at anchor an a bay 
under the other fide of that cliff, 

O/% Ha! this is news indeed, my Royal charge 
. then ſecure. III haſte to lead her thither; - 

[Exit haſtily. 

Fal. Nay for mercy 's ſake, for the ſake of all honour 
and juſtice take off theſe gyves firſt, and let me follow ! 
Heugh! a lad of fixteen would not have gone off much 
more nimbly, He is as quick at the work, as my late 
honeſt friend and companion the Cup-bearer. Honeſty, 
there is no ſuch thing now a days in the world! Youth 
and age, ſixteen and ſixty makes no difference as to that 
| matter. 
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matter. I am right ſerv'd for not bargaining better for 
my liberty, before I told my ſecret ; and nothing, but the 
manifeſt fear of death before my eyes, abſolves me from 
the title and ſtile of mere driveller. All I have now to do 
is to waddle up and down the foreſt, like a yoked gander, 
till ſome pitiful Foreſter (if there be pity in the kind) ſets 
me at liberty; In the hope of which I now begin my 
pilgrimage | 
CE xit Falconer, 


END OF THE THIRD ACT, 
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o. SEN i 
Another Part of the Valley. 


Euter ARGENTILE in the Dreſs of a Shepherde/s; 


ARGENTILE. 
Welcome theſe ruſſet weeds, this paſtoral crook, 
More welcome than the ſceptre and the train ! 
Theſe are the ſimple *tire that Nature meant 
Her votaries ſhould wear ; ſweet ſmiling Health, 
And Happineſs, and Peace her holy ſiſters, 
Never wore other, when, in better days, | 
They deign'd to dwell with mortals. Hail, thrice hail, 
Thou ſolitary ſcene ! how far beyond 
The pageantry of courts thy ſtillneſs charms ! 
This grove my ſighs ſhall conſecrate; in ſhape + 
Of ſome fair tomb, here will I heap the turf, 
And call it AbeELBRIGHT's. Yon aged yew, 
Whoſe rifted trunk, rough bark, and knarled roots 
Give ſolemn proof of its high antientry, 
Shall canopy the ſhrine, There's not a flower, | 


That 
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That hangs the dewy head and ſeems to weep, - 
As pallid blue bells, crow-toes, and marſh lillics, 
But I'll plant here ; and, if they chance to wither, 
My tears ſhall water them : there's not a bird 
That trails a ſad ſoft note, as ringdoves do, 
Or twitters painfully like the dun martlet, 
But I will ture, by my beſt art, to rooſt | 
And plain them in theſe branches. Larks and finches 
Will I fright hence, nor ought ſhall dare approach 
This penſive ſpot, ſave ſolitary things 
That loye to mourn, as I do. 
Enter OSWALD. 

Of. Gracious Miſtreſs ! 
I come with news. 

Arg. Is EviTH a then found? 

/, I know not that | 

Arg: Alas l why would'ſt thou mock me? 

O/: The Danes, the Danes are ſtill upon our Coaſt ; 
learn'd the tidings of a treacherous ſpy, - 
| Whom I diſarm'd and bound; and haſt'ning back 
Mounted yon hill, where I myſelf beheld 
Their goodly fleet, ſome fifteen {ail or more, 
Moor'd in a neighb'ring creek. Pitch'd on the beach 


Stood there a gallant tent, where, 1 not doubt, 
'The 
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The Envoy ſojourns. Let me bear you quickly 
To his protection; for, 1 fear me much, | 
Diſcov'ry waits us here. 

Arg. No, OswaLD, no; 
Til EDIT HA be found I will not leave 
This ſecret nook. Didſt thou not promiſe me 
To hie thee where the parting road might chance 
Miſlead her ſtep ? Y 

/ I did; but this event— 
O let me inſtant lead you to the ftrand ! 


Arg. What, Os waL o! and forego the plighted word | 


I gave poor EviTHa ! Here did I fix. 

Our place of meeting ; Holy truth forbid 

I ſhould deceive her ! Haſte thee hence again. 

Till her I ſee, I can reſolve on nothing. 

Take thou the valley, I myſelf will mount 

Yon ſide-long hill. My eye is younger, Earl, 

And may deſcry her ſooner. This when try'd, 

Some two hours hence we'll meet at this ſame yew. 
Lets loſe no time; nay, anſwer not good Os WAL D, 


But to the ſearch. -'Fo-morrow thou ſhalt rule. 


If ſhe be found to day. Heav'n ſpeed thy errand. 


SCENE 
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SCEN'E II. 
PEAR part. of the Valley, 
Enter CURAN in a Forefer's Habit. 


CURAN. 
How have the mazy tangles of this wood 
Miſled my ſteps! ſince he, the faithleſs Falconer, 
If faithleſs, or perchance himſelf miſled, 
Left me to journey with unguided foot 
Thro? this wild wilderneſs. The opening vale 
Now ſpreads a broader path; yet, ere I take it, 
Tir'd as I atm, PIl climb this rocky ſteep, 
Which towers ſo high that it inſures a ſight 
Of the broad ſea. Methinks I'm near it now; 
For on my breaſt the gale beats light and keen, 
And has withal a ſmack of brine upon it, 
That ſeems as freſhly ſtolen from the wave. 
I hope *tis ſo; for much my ſtrength is ſpent 
With this long ramble. By your leave, fair bank | 


Ere I mount further up this rugged hall, - 


Pl! preſs awhile your violets and daiſies 
With my tir'd limbs. What if I ſleep awhile ? 


This white thorn brake will ſcreen me, and the brook, 
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That babbles at its foot, perſuades to it 

Moſt muſically ; prattle on, cool neighbour ! 

I'll take thy council and forget my care. UH. fleeps. 
Enter ARGENTILE. 

Not here ! full ſure I ſaw from yonder heights 

My Ev1THA, in her green huntſman's tire, 

Bolt from the coppice. It was all too diſtant 

To mark her features, yet it ſure was ſne; 

For they, the booriſh inmates of theſe hamlets, 

Have none ſo gentle carriage. I'II not holla, 

Leſt haply I affright her. Tis moſt certain 

She paſt by this ſame dingle. Gracious Powers 

And here I find her couch'd ; her faithful head 

Wrapt in her ſcanty mantle ! poor ſpent wench, 

How faſt does ſleep infold thee ! It were fin 

To break thy ſlumbers. I will fit, and watch thee, 

As oft thy faithfulneſs, in berter days, 

Has bended o'er my pillow. How her eye 


| Will gliften when ſhe wakes! How will it ſtart, 


With a glad tear, to ſee her Miſtreſs near her! 
Yes, the kind Maid will weep. I crave thy pardon, 
Thou'rt now a luſty yeoman, and in truth 


| Thy goat ſkin belt, tagg'd with thy bugle horn, 


And all thy foreſt geer become thee mainly: Ie i 
' Vor, ul, 8 Nay, | 
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Nay, thou might 'ſt paſs (thy ſoſter features ſhronded - 
Thugs hey are) full well, for what tos art not. 
Yet, my beſt EDI this rugged ſtone _ 
Seems but a.churliſh bolſter !-I will raiſe 
Thy head, and———Mercy ſhield me, ha 1 Fa 

29 [Starts back while. Ceres vale, 
Cur. Where am I? 

Methought ſome angel whit dm me, "and i me; 
I fee it ſtill, but ah! it flies; ſtay! ſtay! | 
Divineſt viſion, that e' er bleſt my ſlumbers ! 
*Tis not a yiſion, for I graſp her hand! 
But yet a warmth, a ſoftneſs all celeſtial | 
Thrills at the touch, O ſpeak, thou wond'rous creature, 
And tell me what thou art! 

Arg. An innogent Maid. 

That took thee for another like herſelf. | 
Forgive the crime of error! quit my hand, 3 : 
Or I ſhall faint thro? fear. . 

Cur, Why doſt thou tremble 
Thou matchleſs paragon? by all the Saints 
Thou art as ſafe—as ſacred— 

Arg. But not free, 3 
While thus yon ſeize my hand. 

Cur. Thy pardon, faizeſt ! 


A 
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It vis a boldneſs nothing, but the fern 
Of loſing thee, could prompt, and for that bolUnefs' + 
Such fear muſt plead excuſe. Doſt thou forgive ? 
Agg. I do, if ſo you ſuffer me to leave you. 
Cur. Stay but a moment. I'm a wand' ring youth, 
Whom the wild mazes of this wood miſled : 

You muſt, for very charity, direct Ln al 9 
My witleſs ſtep. qe % 91.4 1 M 
Ir. Where at thou bound? 8 
Cur. I know not. 13 di Font i 

Tbere would I bide, where I'could tend © on you, 

And call you my heart's idol.” eh Loo 250 
Arg. Ceaſe, bold youth! 90 1 f 1671 

I muſt not hear thee. 1% (od fl t [ay 14 6 
Cur. Thou would'ſt hear, fair nymph, N 

All this and more from him, that happy youth, o) i 6" 

For whom while ſlumb'ring here it was fo late 

Thy error, and my bliſs, that I ſhould pals. 

O for the wealth of this, and'ev*ry tag '0» 5 


The broad ſea circles ; I would give it all 8; 
=P In ford you wrong me, iranger 3 5 

I know none ſuch. | 
Cur, Indeed! Sl; : 

— 8 2 A.. 
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Arg. Or if I do, 
Tis one whom, finding, I ſhould call my brother. 

Cur. Would I were then that brother! No, not that; 
It is too cold a wiſh ; can brothers feel 
That throbbing extacy, that trembling ardor, 

That wraps me from myſelf, fires all my ſoul, 
And tells me thou art dearer far than ſiſter, 
Father, or friend, dearer than life itſelf ? 

Arg. Ah! hope not, youth, tho? praftis'd as thou ſeem'ſt, 
More than enough, in all thoſe flattering arts 
That falſe men uſe to guile unwary maids ; 
Hope not to win my credence to a tale 
So palpable, and groſs: we are but now, 
Some moments paſt, firſt met, and me thou low'ſt 
(Shame on thy fabling tongue) dearer than life. 

Car. 1 do, and call the ſweet celerity, 
With which I love, beſt witneſs of its truth. 
Say, I had ſeen'thee once (if poſlible) 
And but approv'd thy beauties; if at ſecond, 
Third, or ſome after meeting love had grown 
From that approof, I then had ſchool'd my heart 
And queſtion'd its tame motions, call'd in judgment 
To weigh in her ſlow ſcale the due degree 
Of my cool paſſion. No, thou ſylvan wonder, 
| I faw 


— — — 
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1 aw thee and I lov'd, without one pauſe 
'Twixt ſight and love; and I muſt love thee ever, 
Becauſe I lov'd ſo ſoon, 

Arg. And do l ſtay 
To hear thee? 

Cur. Why not ſtay ? the bleſſed ſpirits, 
That rove yon realms of light, might deign abend 
To hear a tale of love ſo chaſte as mine, 
And bear their ſaintly purity to Heav'n 
Unſullied as it came. 

Arg. Was I, like them, 
Secure from mortal frailneſs, truſt me, youth, 
I would not bid thee peace; but as I am 
A ſimple maid, whoſe very fimpleneſs 
Makes her (fo ſet with ſnares is this bad world) 
Only the readier prey, I muſt not hear thee ; 
Indeed I muſt not. Fare thee well, good Youth ! 
A gentle one thou ſeem'ſt, and, ſooth to ſay, 
Such as, if chance had fixt thee in this yale 
My rural neighbour, I had been well pleas'd. 
To call a friend, 

Cur. O! call me ſo ſweet Maid, 
And I will ever 

Arg. Hear me out, kind ſtranger. 
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I ſaid, had chance fo fixt thee, and withal * © 
Had'ſt thou with that ſame ruſtic ſhamefac*dneſs” * -* 
Demean'd thyſelf as ſimple ſhepherds aſe, © - 
Nor aar'd to taſk; but of our flocks and herds, 
Or healing roots, their properties, and powers, 
And which is found on hills, which loves to dip 
Its tendrils in the ſtream which flaunts on meads, 
Ant#fuchTike'inncent themes but this thy raſfineſs, 
Not to ſay boldneſs, now has all undone, 
And therefore muſt I leave thee.” © . 

Cur. Stay thee, nymph, 
Or let me follow thee! 

Arg. 1 have an uncle, 

With whom I dwell, who, ſhould he meet thee, youth, 
Would chide thy frowardneſs. 
Cur. A" let him chide, 
80 thou but pitieſt me. 
All. And canſt thou Hope it ? 

" Car. Ah!” why not hope from thee, what I might hope 
From yon bright chrone of merey? Pity thence 
Falls on the penitent. Forgive then, faireſt, 
This firſt offence ; and tho I love thee fil 
To deſperation—do not fly—my tongve 
Shall ne*er — declare it. . my fair, 
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Pl! talk alone of flocks, and flowers, and herbs, 
So thou but. liſten me: and art thou gone? 
] dread thy abſence; therefore I'll purſue thee, [Exeurt, 
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- cage n of the Valley near the Hermitage 


T 100 \ Pa 


Enter EDITHA a Ant by thy FALCONER, 1 


EDITH * a CS” | 
Begone, falſe traitor ! bleſſings on the man, | * 3 
Whoe'er, he be, that ſhackled thus thy arms : 1 
Unbind them, Ruffian? no, juſtice forbids * PF 
Thy ſuit, and prudence too. I will not aid thee. . - 1 
Fal. Nay ſweet, dear lady, untie but this one hard : = 
knot, that cramps my wriſt ſo, miſerably, (yas I to tell | 
her that Lord Os w AL tied it twould ſtand me but in 4 
ſmall ſtead, tere fore I ll hide that part of the tory) Tags] "ll 
now for mercy's -ſake, moſt gentle lady (for that fair 4 
face of your's beſpeaks you to be a, gentle lady, far more. 37 
truly than my rough one declares me a falſe traitor) do b 
but ſuffer your white hands to condeſcend to fo charitable 
S 4 an 


Lo. In MS — — » 
CY _ x * 


If giv'n in charity to help the wretched, 
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an office, and I will follow you ever after thro? this dreary 

wilderneſs, like a tame ſpaniel ;z nay, on occaſion be your 

bold maſtiffe, to defend you from wrong and robbery, 
Za. O my diſaſtrous fate! I've miſs'd the path, 

Purſued by this vile ſpy of wicked Ever. 4 

Whither to turn I know not, or how drive : 

'This miſcreant from me. Ha! a hut is near: 

The hallow'd rood fixt on its thatched top 

Speaks it the cell of ſome ſage ſolitary. 

What if I.ſeek aſylum for a while 

Beneath his lonely roof! 'The good old man 

For chriſtian charity will guide me hence, 

When my ſpent limbs have reſted me awhile. 

Nay, he perchance, in pity to my caſe, 

May force this knave to leave me. 

[Rape at the door of the Cell, 
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Holy Sir! 

A young and toil-worn traveller invokes 
Your aid, and from your ſaintly orizons 
Is fain to ſteal a moment, not miſpent, 


He anſwers not. He is not in the cell. 
Yet thro' this wicker grate I ſpy his beads, 
His book, and lamp, the oil yet burning in it. 
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Let me attempt the Iatch : it is not barr'd ; 
He cannot be far off. I'll venture in. 5 


Fal. Now that would not I do for a King's ranſom; 
for ſhould ſhe in his abſence venture but to touch his 


| breviary or any of his holy geer, ſhe may chance be 

: fruck with a dead palſey for the ſacrilege. I have often j 
: heard of ſuch miſadventures. I ſhall however take no i] 
| harm, I truſt, if 1 Rand here at this due diſtance and 

I watch the upſhot. But here comes the old Hermit, and | , 
| 2 fine long, white, venerable beard is he bleſt withal ; 4 
” eighty years growth, Dll warrant it: Yet walks he withal ” 
3 as upright as a wand. This comes of temperance and 

ppare diet! I ſhall never look half ſo well at his years. 


3 Enter E DW I N. 
Y Ed. Pye trod yon path in vain. The Envoy's Son, 


l look'd, muſt have been here by early dawn, 

And now the golden ſun has half-way reach'd 

His noontide ſummit. Some miſchance, I fear 

| Who have we here? His face I know full well. 

Tis the King's Falconer ; there be ſpies abroad. 

* Who art thou, yeoman, and what ruffian hand 

Has thus enthrall'd thee ? f 

Fial. Alas! Holy Father, we live in ſuch bad times, 


= that nobles may be called ruffians, acting as thou ſeeſt, 1 
* thus [ 
1 
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thus ruffian like In few words, I am neither mort nor 
leſs than his Majeſty's Yeoman Falconer come hither, I 
trow, on nodifloya] errand, but to detect diſloyalty in 
the perſon of a certain great Earl, who, for reaſons beſt 


known to himſelf, has feloniouſly decoy'd from our court 


the fair Princeſs AxGENTILE. +I have already, ev'n 
under the hinderance of theſe vile gyves, found means 
to come up with one MONDO the flock, ere 
Lady Ebir HA. derb dos tb 6 8 
Ed. Stupendous chance? and where - 
Fal. Now, would your holineſs pleaſe to untie theſe 
bonds and lend me the key of your cell, I would inſtantly 
make her my priſoner, for in that cell have I kennel'd her, 
Ed. The Lady Epivrn a; and in my cell! 
Say thdu in very truth? | 
Fal. Nay, was vou to ſee her, you might chance to 
think me a liar; for her preſent humour is to man it in a 
green jerkin and hoes, but 1 ſpy*d her thro? all her diſ- 


guiſes ; therefore would'ſt thou but aſſiſt me in detaining 


her twould be the making of us both; as for your ſanc- 
tity I could promiſe in the King's name to dub you an 
Abbot: for myſelf, as being no clerk, I ſhall be content 
with ſimple Knighthooude. 

Ed. Peace, fellow, peace. Let me reflect awhile— 
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It muſt not be. This meeting is too 1 u mt 
It might o ercome her ſpirits 3 yet to hide 
My tranſports much exceeds a mortal's po were 
O you,” ye radiant tutelary powers, 1 tee s lo fo ene, 
That rule our deſtinies, arm, arm my ſoln k 
With your on prudence ! make me for a while 
That old and wither'd anchorite I ſeem} oils 
Chill the warm tide of joy, that boils within mel! 
Be all my paſſions mortified and dead, | 
Till reaſon bids them-wake ta life, -and RO - 
It is reſolved, I till will be diſguis'd. «at 
Now to the interview—V1lain, 1 „ Foo 
If thou but ſtirr*ſt one ſtep nearer yon threſhold, 
I've ſpells within ſhall ſhrivel up thy limbs. 
As light'ning blaſts the oak! ! [Exit Edwin. 
Fal. Yes truly, and I doubt it not ;. for there be many 
of theſe ſolitaries, who, holy as they may ſeem, amuſe. 
themſelves now and then with as unhallowed a trade as 
downright witchcraft. , Now if the ſight of a young 
wench in that lonely place ſhould conjure up a devil in 
his own breaſt | But tis ill OE ey ſee where 
he comes -. | F Nm u au A 
Enter OSWA LD. „ Ami un 
Knave, are We met again?: % 
Tal. In ſooth, noble Sir, this ſecond meeting was 


none 
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none of my ſecking, whatever the firſt was; and cn 
then I never wiſh'd to meet you ſingle handed, _ 

O/. 1 then indeed did leave my work half done; 
I now will finiſh it. Thy feet no longer 
Shall crawl at large ; they too ſhall have their fetters. 

Fal. Have ye no bowels ? this exceeds the barbarity 
of a turk or an infidel. Help, good father, help ! will 
you ſee a good chriſtian murder'd in the very purlieus of 
your holy place? 

Ne.enter EDWIN. | 

Ed. What bloody buſineſs, in the face of day, 
Does the arch fiend of darkneſs now attempt, 
To ſtain our holy ſanctuary? avaunt ! 
Whate'er thou art. (Juſt Heay'ns it js my father 


This day doth teem with wonders) [Afide, 
Gracious beard, | | 
Conceal me from his knowledge ! | [ Ajfaat, 


Whence ? what art thou, 
That thus, in fierce and menacing act, aſlault'ſt 
This peaceful traveller? 
% know him, Seer, 
To be a villain, and a dangerous ſpy. 
I am an honeſt yeoman, and I bide 
Ich neighb'ring valley, |. 


Fal. 
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Fal. *Tis'T, good Sir Hermit, that am the honeſt 
yeoman, and he, ſaving his nobility, no better than a 
falſe — | 

Of. Be filent, knave, or this avenging blade 
Shall nail thy tongue faft in thy traitor jaws. 

Poor coward, may*f thou hope that this ſame Hermit, 
Thus old, thus palſied, if he dar'd to aid ther 
Could ſhield thee from my fury ! 

Fal. Why indeed it muſt needs be faid, 'when one 
feels that plaguy ſtrong twiſt of your honor's wriſt, that 
one cannot have much hope of that in a natural way ; 
but if he was ſo minded, being a holy man, he might by 
his prayers—and yet after all it may be as well now at 

once to yield to thee at diſcretion. [O/wald binds his feet. 
| E4. Take not his life. | 

/ I do not mean it, Father. 

PII but ſecure the knave from further miſchief. 

| Fal. Look ye, my Lord, noble yeoman 1 mean, what- 
| ever miſchief might have been in my intention, as we 
are all ſinners you know, I have done you none in prac- 
| tice, I told you one piece of news, you know, that 
pleas'd you ſo much, that you pinion'd my arms for it, 
and now that you have ſhackled my legs I could tell you 
another, that would pleaſe you ſtill better. But this I 
Go not mean, unleſs you will ſet both at their liberty. 
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o, Give me thy news, and let me judge · its worth,” 
Fal. Know then, that the Princeſs's gentlewoman is 

but will you in very deed promiſe me my freedom; 

Ed. There is no need. I without fee will ſpeak | 
The reſt ; ſhe now is lodg'd in yonder cell. 

Fal. Methinks now, maſter” Hermit, you might, in 
charity to my pitiful \ plight, have ſuffer'd me to "_ 
ſomẽ ſmall profit by 2 cet. 1 

OJ Haſte, call her forth. © D CT, 

Ed. Alas, Sir, long fatigue TINO 
Has much exhauſted her too tender frame! 

Ev'n now my {kill was charitably bent 

On brewing cordials, which ach beſt reſtore 

Her ſtrength and fpirit : 0 1 e 
/ Truſt me, Holy Father, 

] am her beſt phyſician. Lead me to her. 

Ed. Wait but a little hour. | 

Os: No, P muſt ſee Sis 140 2 72 


Hler inſtantly; for ſue is dear to me. 
Ed. Dear to thee ! © repartt bil words no 
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And yet:itcanndt be; Heawns, how I'tremble!! | 
1: piexe'd my very ſoul i ſurely it came 
Throꝰ the thin air, not from his aged organs: 
But ſtill it was the voice of my loſt EUM]᷑ö .. 
TLeaning againſt the. ſade a jocks} ” 
- Ed, Hence with diſguiſel it was indeed thy ED wIn's; 
For thou haſt call'd him thige. - /{ Pulling of bis beard]. 
/ This is too much . [ Falling into bis Son's arm. J 
Strengthen me, Heav'n, to bear it! 
Ed. O my Fatherſ;!Z4⸗ ow7 


Of. My Son, 6—— — 
Lead me into thy manſion- '£ 13 S e weary Won? . 
Ed. Pauſe a whyle, dg n dann eli g- 


And bleſs me on this ſpot with your forgiveneſs ; . 


Or on this ſpot again reject your ſan} 2 
% Reject thee, EDwÜ |... 
Ed. Ves, fir, here this inftant ! 
Nay take the very life blood, which ye gave me, 
But take it here; for KpiruA as yet 01 Ni 
Knows not Elive, thereſore ſhe will not weep : 
Of. But ſhe ſhall weep, and weep ſuck tears as theſe. 
Doſt pardon me, Ep ru . I ſee. thou. doſt. 
Thy Evitaa is thine ; this hand ſhall jain eu. 
N | Let's 


'v 


—— 4 — | 


t 
Let's to the happy buſineſs.” Haſte, my Son, 
This is a meeting of that wond'rous ſort, 
As ſeems contrived by holier agents far 
Than common chance. 
Ed. It is, and my full ſoul 
Piouſly thanks their holy agency. 
Yet, Sir, if | reveal myſelf thus raſhly 
To tender EDIT HA, 1 fear me much | 
O/. Fear nothing, Son ! at ſuch a fateful time if 
He acts the beſt, who acts upon the ſudden, = | 
And 1s but engine to the purpoſes 
Of thoſe ſupernal workers, who diſdain 
'The aid of our weak reaſon ; nay, perchance, 
May frown if it ſubmits not to their guidance. 
— But who comes here? 
Enter a DANE. 
Dane. The Daniſh Envoy, Father, 
Commends him to your benizon, and aſks 
For tidings of his Son. 
Ed. Hence, Sir, with ſpeed, 
And tell him, tho” that Son be not return'd, 


I ſhall full ſoon attend him at his tent 
With news of ſpecial moment. [Exit Dan. 
I not doubt, ID Oſuala 
The Princeſs, Sir, is lodg'd in ſafety near us. 

00 
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o/ She is—and ſoon as I have ſeen my daughter. 
Ed. O, Sir, this goodneſs overcomes me Rey ! 


What ſhall 1 do or fay ? 3 

O/. Follow me, boy, | 
Into the cell. A moment there ſhall ſhew = 
How kindly I will own her for my child, 5 N | [4 


How make her thine for ever. Then, my Son, 
ll with thee to the ſtrand, falute the Envoy, ' 1 5 , 
And plan, while Heav'n beholds us with a ſmile, y | g 
How beſt to avenge the wrongs of AxGEenTILE. | 


END OFT THE FOURTH ACT, 
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Scene on the Sea Shore, at the Entrance of the Ambaſſ. 
dor's Tent, with the Daniſh Fleet lying at Anchor. 


Enter SEWOLD uit an. OFFICER, 


SEWOLD.. 
Say'ſt thou not yet return d? Away with hops 5 
It cannot be but ſome untoward chance 3 11-9 141 
Has foil'd his cunning ;_haply the poor Prince. 
Fetter'd and famiſh'd in ſome loathſome 1 1551 ; 
Calls me to ſuccour him. He ſhall not call. Be | 
In vain. Haſte, Gothmund ;, diſembark the oops, N 
PIL lead them to the Calle. [EL Of 
Coming thus ab 4 ih : | 
In money guiſe, with fuch eee, 
Give up my 707 al charge. Yet, muſt I ſtill. x 6 8 d 
Conceal his lineage, leſt che Tyrant prove 2840 20 
Unwilling to give up a prize N precio mm .:-" 
Meanwhile, if OsWwaLD brings the Princeſs lere, 
Whe 
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Who ſhall receive her? Hark! the ſound of Reps, 
Haply the Prince—No tis the youthful Hermit. 
nter OSWALD and EDWIN. 

Ed. Heav'n and its peace protect thee, noble Dane 
Behold a Saxon, who, tho? mean in gar. 
Is rich in blood and honour. He comes fraught 4 
With tidings, that import thee much to Wan | 
Admit him quickly to thy tent. | | 

Sew. As friends, 

I pray ye, enter both. 

Ed. Not ſo, my Lord; 
PII wait without. His private buſineſs told, 
If it then ſeem thee meet to uſe my ſervice, 
Ey'n to its beſt that ſervice ſhall be yours. | 

Sew, 1 thank thee nn retire. | 


Z. Indulgent ftars! 
Thus far beyond all hopes your fav'ring aſpect 
Has crown'd my wiſh. The miſtreſs of my ſoul, 
My Epir RA is mine! A Father's ſmile | 
Gives ſanttion to our loves. © What now remains, 
But that, obſequiious to the call of juſtice, - 
We ſpirit up the Dane to quell the Tyrant? 
Und foo fall well 1 deem to aid our purpoſe, © © 
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109 Forth from che ſwelling ſides of yon proud veſſel 
| An armed band is pour'd ; another yet, 

we | And yet a third yields up her martial burthen.! 
| Enter OFFICER and SOLDIERS. 
11 hail their leader —Benedicite, 
Brave Warrior! may a peaceful Anchorite, 
Unus'd to fights like theſe, aſk with due deference 
Wherefore ye quit your anchor'd ſhips, and why, 
Your bright helms glittering to the golden ſun, 
Ye march in ſhew of dread hoſtility ? | 

ON. Lord SEwoLD, Envoy of illuſtrious Denmark, 
So wills. oY | 

Ed. And may I crave your numbers, valiant Dane? 

Off. Five thouſand ftrong : Men whoſe try'd hardihood 
Full oft have cop'd with twice that number, Father, 
Unfoil'd ; for never yet on hoſtile ſhore 
Did they deſcend, but Victory ſat and ſmil'd 
Creſting their ſable raven, Truſt me, Seer, a 
This is no wordy vaunt. | 

Ed. 1 will not think it; 
For, to my judgment, never march'd a train, 
Whoſe noble bearings more beſpoke their proweſs. 
Each common bowman treads with that firm ſtep, | 
Might fit a ſpearman. 
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Off. Hermit, thou ſay*ſt well; 
For theſe be men cull'd from our veteran troops 
To honor what was meant an Embaſſage 
Of Peace and Amity ; but now, it ſeems, 
We muſt to our old trade, to blows and bloodſhed. 
We know our craft, You, Captain, to the right; 
You to the left, and wedge in cloſer file. 
Now mount the raven, bid the trumpet ſpeak. 

Ed. Tranſporting ſound ! the glorious clangor thrills 
Thro' every nerve. Off with theſe weeds of ſloth! 
Jam, I feel myſelf once more a ſoldier ! | 

[ Throws off his diſguiſe and appears in armour. 
Ofi. Hah'! what is this my hoary beadſman chang'd 
To a ſtout well-arm'd champion? by your leave, 
Young butterfly juſt broke from wintry ſlough, 
I mean to pinch your wings. Guards, ſeize the ſpy ! 
Ed. Off Sirs, and know me for the friend of Denmark! 
Of. A foe might ſay as much; but where's the Dane 
Would take him at his word ? Art not a Saxon ? 

Ed. I am. 

O. And therefore, ſtubborn Sir, my priſoner— 

Ed. 1 cannot blame thy caution, plain-tongu'd ſoldier ; 
Therefore, till noble Sz wor p quits his tent, 

1 yield me patiently. 


73 OF. 
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OF. Patience on choice, n ALON: 
Or force, it matters not; thou miſt be patient: 
Yet, if Lord Sz wor b owns thee for his friend 
Thy durance will be ſhort, fof fee he comes! 

Enter OSWALD and SEWOLD. 

Of: This is a gallant __ it ee my ſoul— 
But where is E BWI r 

Ed. Here Sir, and, if fred, 

Ready to ſerve the Dane, and in that rar 
My F ather, Queen, and Country. 
Sex. What LP S938 ace 

( Seeing E dwin detained by the Guards, 
Releaſe him, Guards, and let me claſp his valour. 
Know, Earl, while vet this ſon was loſt to thee, 
He was my courteous hoſt, and in his prudence, © 
Join'd with his heritage of thy known honor, 
I ſo confide, that, let kim give the word, 
And I 2nd all theſe veterans will obey 
His brave beheſts. Behold, ye Men of Denmark, 
Into the valiant graſp of this 1 young Lord 
I place my ſtaff of Office ! Denmark's weal 
Prompts me to this : as ſecond in command, 
Be it my pride to join him. Sound the clarion, wh 
And hail brave Ebwin yy” 1 ct and ul free, 

Ea. 
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E4. Noble Dane 
Thou ſhalt not find this-weighty cruſt TY 
In idle hands. My deeds ſhall ſpeak my thanks. 

My father—need I to remind your care 
Of abſent EDITHA? 

Ofw. I'II go, my ſen, . | l 
And lodge her ſafely with her Sk RY 1 
Yet, e'er I go, thus let me claſp thee to me, | 
And call down bleſſings with a father's favour — | 
On thy dear head, thy troops, and their juſt cauſe, 2 1 
Yet mark me, ſon, when ſecret thou haſt brought 85 
Theſe veterans near the walls, I deem it bet 
Thou ſhould*ſt diſmiſs ſome truſty ſpy to Aupard, | | 
Our honour'd kinſman, Captain of the Guards ; | 
80, on the inſtant when thy valour ſpreads 
Th' aſſault without, he, by revolt within, 
May ſeize the Citadel; this if thou doſt, 
(And to this end my letters have prepar'd him) 
Succeſs is certain. | D 

Edw. I will lay the Connell | 
Cloſe to my heart. . Thy bleſſing, father! Now 
Envoy I'm thine... Come on, ye Daniſh lyons, 

PIl lead you to your prey! A wily Tyrant 

Shall fall beneath the fangs of your juſt vengeance, a 

Tame as the coward ſtag ! _ [Exeunt ſeverally. [ 
T4 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
A Cottage in another part of the Valley. 


Out of a Wood on one fide enter CURAN. 
There in yon copſe, beneath a ſpreading elm, 
The night did paſs upon my flambering head, 
And ſcatter'd, as ſhe went, from her dun wing 
Full many a dream; wild and disjointed all, 
Yet pleaſing : for they all, in colours bright 
Of heaven's own pencilling, did picture her, 
Whom only heav'n can image. Now, methought, 
A viſionary bark with ſtreamers gay, 
Its oars ſtill beating time to warbling harps, 
Bore us to Denmark. Sudden now the ſcene 
Was ſhifted, and a cot mantled with joy 
Was all our kingdom; yet we there-ſeem'd crown'd 
With more than kingly bleſſings. At the dawn 
I roſe, and ſhook the night-dew from my veſt ; 
Then from yon meadow with attentive care 
I cull'd the choiſeſt flowers for ſcent or hue, 
And wove them in this garland. When my fair one 
Quits yonder homely cabbin, (far alas ! 


Toe 
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Too homely to enſhrine ſo rich a ſaint) 
This path ſhe needs mult take, Here then P11 drop 

The fragrant pledge, in hope that ſhe may bleſs 

Its weaver by the wearing. To my wiſh 

The wicket opens; *tis her lovely ſelf! 

She comes, ſhe comes! Thou friendly thicket ſhroud me. 

| | THe retires. 
Enter ARGENTILE. 

Alas! Alas! the morn 4s far advanc'd 

And yet no tidings come of loyal Os wAL p, 

Or my dear EDITHA. What's this, a chaplet ? 

Not the dear Maid herſelf could better ſort 

Its hues, or with more careleſs grace combine. 

PI place it on my brow. But, let me pauſe ! 

No ruſtic hand has thus arrang'd theſe buds. 

This is no foreſt workmanſhip. It claims 

A nicer weaver. I might gueſs and come 

Near to the mark of truth, if I pronounc'd 

That comely Youth its maker, who of late 

So long addreſs'd my too indulgent ear. 

A foreſter he ſeem'd, yet ſure his phraſe 
Spoke him of gentle lineage. Bluſhing blooms! 
There may be guileful ſnakes hid in your perfume : 
I dare not uſe your decking. Lie thou there, 


Sweet 


38 1 
Sweet wreath! and may ſome happier maid, with brow 
Unſhent by care, adopt your gay adornings; 
They ſuit not with my ſadneſs, | 
CURAN, farting from the Thicket, 
So, ſweet Maid, : 
Ev'n ſo, as that fair hand liſcards my wreath, 
Your cruel heart diſdains my conſtancy! 
Arg. I did not err. Go, Youth, take back thy flowers, 
Fit emblem of thy ſexes conſtancy, 
Both are but born to fade, 
Cur. Thus to decide * 
Is all too harſh a ſentence. If on me 
Thy frown inflifts it, thou ſhalt find it falſe, 
Ev'n tho? for life impos'd. 

Arg. Go, flattering ſtranger, | 
And ſooth ſome ſimpler damſel with the tale, 

Thy truth or falſehood to my abſent ear 
Will be the ſame; reckleſs alike of both. 

Cur. Wert thou a Queen, as well thy beauty merits, 
Thou would'ſt rejoice to rule o'er loyal ſubjects; 
Ev'n if thoſe, ſubjeAt ne er approach d thy throne, 

I am thy beauty's vaſſal. Shroud it from me, 

I am thy Nad fill. Thy frowus-or fmiles , .. 
May load my vaſſalage, or make it lic tos $545 G5 
Vet, ſtill thou art its ſoy'reign, 
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Arg. Fabling youth, u 9m6t vim bar did 7c 7 
Each quaint alluſion in thy ſpeech bewrays/ 7 11 
The gloſſing Courtier. The true Foreſter,” | © 
Who to the turtleꝰs truth compar'd his own, 

Or match'd his wailings with the nightingale's, 

Would to my ear his ſait more aptly move, 

And more pathetical, than thy forc'd phraſe | 

Set dut with royal trimmings. Hie thee hence. | | 

To ſome throng'd city. Woo ſome noble Virgin, 

May reliſh better with accuſtomed ear 110 
Thy talk of Queens and Vaſſals. I the while 
Will tend my little flock in this ſtill ale 


Liſt'ning their rural bleating. 1 
Cur. Sylvan Wonder, 9.x0qm: 9til :0t oj 1 5 


Know, tho' no inmate of theſe neiphbyringk hamlets, 

I have a ſoul can taſte all rural pleaſures, 

With thee would court them as the choiſeſt bleſſing 

| Heaven has in ſtore for mortals, or what next 

| To thy fair ſelf was precious! Try me, ſweet one! 

See with what nimble zeal on yonder cliff 

PI! ſeek thy ſtraggling lambs ! at cloſe of day 

How ſafely pen them in their hurdled core! 
At night how guard them from the prowling mw 

Then ever and anon at — noon 

Dev le Shalt | 
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halt thou, o' er- canopied by thickeſt ſhade, 
Recline on this true boſom; while I breathe 
Light roundelays upon my oaten reed, 
And lull thee to ſweet ſlumbers. Try me, faireſt ! 
Arg. No more, ſoft youth! Picture not ſcenes of bliſs, 
Which, if in very truth thou deem'd'ſt them ſuch, 
With me thou ne'er muſt ſhare; Have I not faid 
My uncle is a ſtern man and auſtere ? 
He will not match me with thy alien birth. 
Cur. The old have intereſt ever in their eye ;” 
So ſays a well-prov'd proverb. Truſt me, Virgin, 
I can a dowery bring will ſoon o'ercome 
His ſcruples, tho' when poiz'd againſt thy worth 
The weightieſt ingots of each Indian mine 
Would lightly kick the beam. | 
Arg. Indeed, indeed, 
My heart is much to blame thus to prolong 
This tender converſe ; yet, I know not how, 
There is a kind of muſic in his voice, 
And ſuch a melting mildneſs in his eye 
O that I ne' er had ſeen him! Ila. 
Cur. Turn thee, Nymph! * 0 
Still let thoſe eyes ſhed their ſweet radiance on me 
I hive but by thy ſmiles, The jealous flower, 


% 
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In its true yellow livery, that ſtill turn ve 
Where the ſun flames, watching his burning oth 
Then nightly droops the head, as he declines, _ .. 
Beſt parallels my paſſion. 

Arg. Gentle Youth, 
Thou haſt uo cauſe to droop, when Lam gone, 
As now perforce I muſt, What if while abſent 
I dar'd to impoſe one friendly office on thee ? 

Cur. O bleſs me with the errand | 

Arg. J have ſaid, 
I ſeek a long-loſt brother; could'ſt thou find him? 
He pairs thee in complexion, dreſs, and ſize, 
Save ſomewhat more of ſlender. Nay, ſo much 
Alike, thou know'ſt I lately took thee for him. 
He journeys from the North along the flatts. 
Could'ſt thou from any neighb'ring cliff detect 
The wand'rer's ſtep, and lead him to this cottage, 
My ſmiles ſhould thank thee. 

Cur. Let me preſs that hand 
With theſe chaſte lips, and inſtant I am gone. 
For ſuch another bliſs, my willing toil | 


7 


Would plough the ſtormy main. [Exit Curan. 


Arg. If he ſucceeds 7 
He brings me back my friend, that friend erewhile 
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Had with her brought my peace; but now, alas ! 
I fear me much the better half is lodg d 
In other hands; yet thoſe are gentle too 
Poor A&GENTILE! how wayward is thy fate— - 
Pl! to the grove and weep. [Exit Argentile, 


SCENE UL 
Sens changes 9 the Hemi Cal 


Enter EDITHA hh avithin ; the FALCONER at 
ſome diſtance laid on the Ground aſleep. 


4 Elbe 607 Bir H. A. 
This is a — and joy and fear 
Rule it by turns in my diſtratted boſom ! 
Perhaps, ev'n now the Princeſs ſteep'd in tears 
Laments me loſt: Perhaps my late- found love. 
Now loſt to me again, in civil broĩis 
Hazards his deareſt life. O patience, patienee! 
Grac'd, as I am, with Heav'n's unhop'd for favours, 
Let me not drive thee hence, who ſtill from Heav'n 
Call'& down freſh favors on the truſting wretch, -- 


That hugs thee in her boſom. :Whence that noiſe! ! 
1 f "Tis 


B 
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'Tis but the leopinig Falconer? r s noiſy drone. | — 


Sleep on, thou meddling knave. T need notfear thee: 


Enter OSW ALD. 

/ Health to thee, Virgin, and a length of days 
Proſperous as this beginning ! I return 
To lead you to our Queen. 

Ed. Dread Earl, your on 
Did fay —— 

OF. He did, that with me he'd return; 
But buſineſs more important, (thanks to e 
Detains him for a while. SAI my 9 
Is now the Daniſh General. \ vin Os nd 

Ed. O my fears! 


Of: Say, doſt thou fear? Truſt me; I too ſhould No, 


If I could call his-mother's'trath in queſtion3'+ © 


But he is mine, legitimately mine, 
And cannot play the coward: + Yes, my EDW˖I x, 

Thou'lt lop the Tyrant's head; I nothing doubt . 
Come on, and in our way to ARcenTILE 4 * 
Thou ſhalt hear more. But firſt 111 eu $4: d 


His liberty.  [Unties the Falconer, - 


Riſe, 1 þ gan 

Go tell thy Maſter . i' the foreſſt 

A neſt of traitors. Tell him where they're hid, 
| And 
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And gain a traitor's guerdon for * tidings. 
Haſte on, dear EDIT HA. 


[Exit puſhing out _ Falconer. 


Ed. I do, Sir, — 


8 ENR IV. 


Changes near to AxGENTILE's Cottage, 


I've climb'd yon cliff in vain. This to the right 


Remains untry'd ; yet this way e'er I reach it 
I may, perhaps, again behold that form, 
Which makes all others viewleſs. 
Enter ARGENTILE 70 Bin Re 
Arg. Careleſs youth! 


Return'd fo ſoon! return'd without my Brother !. 


Falſe one, thou ne'er haſt ſought him. 
Cur. Far as eye 
Could from yon beetling brow detect a gull, 


80 far theſe eyes have pierc'd, nor ſaw one glimpſe 


Of human face. But hopeleſs is the chance, 
That he, who loft himſelf is only found 
Where thou art preſent, fitly e er ſhould uſe 
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Thoſe faculties, thy abſence takes away : 

For, abſent when thou art, tyrannic fancy 

| Seizes my fight and fixes in each orb 

Thy image only. If I ſpy a roſe, 

It is thy bluſhing cheek ; a cryſtal rill, 

It is thy ſparkling eye. Each element ; 

Fire, water, air are tinctur'd with thy features, 
Gods ! ſhe is mute; no ſympathetic ſigh 


Gives murmuring proof, that ſhe approves my paſſion. 


Why is it thus, O ye remorſeleſs powers! 

I've heard that love was ever eloquent; 

That tongues, how rude ſoe'er, nay, that dumb eyes 
Inſpir'd by love could ſpeak as plain as tongues, 

And more perſuaſively. If this were true, 

My eyes, my cheeks, each feature had been vocal, 
And told their tale with ſuch ſweet energy 

It muſt have been believed. They mock'd me much 
Who told me this; for I have no ſuch powers. 


Arg. Thou haſt, too eloquent youth! indeed thou haſt! 


Cur. No not enough to gain me the cold credence, 
I love beyond expreſſion, | 
Arg. Think not ſo: 
I do believe thou lov'ſt me. 
Cur. So believing, 
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Canſt thou then cruelly reject that love, 
Becauſe tis offer'd by a nameleſs lover? 
I heretofore did boaſt that I was rich; 
That boaſt did fail to move thee, To ſay more, 
Know, that my birth is noble. Will that truth 
Avail me? will my faireſt meet my wiſhes, 
When I declare this hand, this heaving heart, 
'That ſue to join in marriage bonds with hers, 
Are ev'n of royal lineage ? 
Arg. Ha! what ſay'ſt thou? 
Cur. That I'm a Prince; and yet ſo much I love thee, 
I'll bear my ſweet, my ſimple ſhepherdeſs 
Swift to my Father's court, make her my bride, 
Clothe her in gold and purple : orient pearls, 
"Stead of thoſe meadow flowers, ſhall braid her hair. 
Good Heav'ns ! ſhe weeps. Is it a cauſe for tears, 
That thou behold'ſt thus proſtrate at thy feet 
A heart and crown offer'd by Denmark's Heir! 
Arg. By Denmark's Heir! 
Cur. Yes, to the Saxon court 
He came diſguis'd to ſee its beauteous Princeſs ; 
(For beauteous, fame had boaſted her to be) 
How, in that aim, his various efforts fail'd 
Imports but little. He has ſeen in thee | 
What makes all beauty homely, ſave thy own. 
Arg. 


3, 0 1 " Toy) "OF 8 


[ 397 ] 

Arg. Heav'ns! is this true? 

Cur. It is by all the Powers 
That rule our deſtinies ! They mock at pride, 
Princes and Peaſants their impartial ſcale 
Holds all in equal balance ! *Tis their ſport 
To teach the vain poſſeſſors of ſuch toys, 
As wealth and birth, how little is their worth 
When laid, as now, an unaccepted gift 
At the bright ſhrine of beauty, 

Arg. Riſe, Sir, riſe ! 
If thou'rt the Prince of Denmark, fate has been 
Beyond, whate'er we read in feigned legend, 
Ingenious to beguile thee. Now, methinks, 
I almoſt wiſh to be that Ax ENT ILE, 
Vou ſeem to ſcorn. 

Cur. Be rather thy fair ſelf, 
Who canſt give more to my tranſported ſoul 
In one ſweet ſmile, than AxcenTiLE could bring 
With all her royal dower. 

Arg. You ne'er beheld 
That Princeſs, Sir. 

Cur. Nor do I wiſh it, faireſt ! 
Thou haſt ſuch full poſſeſſion of my ſoul, 
That, were ſhe lovely as thy lovelieſt (elf, 


_Uz (Impoſſible 
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(Impoſſible to think) it were as eaſy 


A ſingle hand ſhould lift ſome firſt-rate barque 
From ocean's breaſt, and on the timber'd baſe, 
Whence late it launch'd, refix its pond'rous keel, 

As ſnatch my heart from that delicious harbour, 1 
Where all my hopes have anchor'd, 


Arg. Wouldſt thou, Prince, 
Relinquiſh for my love ſo vaſt a dower ? 

Cur. I have, ſweet maid, relinquiſh'd it already, 
Ev'n e&er thy love be gain'd. 

Arg. I find thee apt, 


Great Sir, to part with what the world holds precious : I 

Canſt thou ſtill part with more? I 
Cur, No, not with thee : I 

Thou canſt not mean it. Doſt thou ſcorn me only, 8 

Becauſe I am a Prince ? 7T 
Arg. I do, and muſt, 

While I remain an humble Shepherdeſs. A 
Cur. A village maid has oft been crown'd a Queen. 1 
Arg. Vet never without loſs of happineſs. 

And, truſt me, Sir, while I can ſafely ſojourn T 

In this ſtill valley, tend my little flock, T; 

Sleep in yon cot, and preſs this perſum'd bank, | T 


I ſeek no loftier ſtation, 
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Car. Say not this 
To him, who born a Prince has ſcorn'd his equal, 
And loves but thee alone. 

Arg. But can he ſcorn 
Himſelf ? I mean his better part of ſelf? 

Cur. No, for that part art thou. 

Arg. Miſtake me not ; 
I mean thy royalty. Love lives not long 
Without equality. To love his equal, 
That Prince muſt be a ſhepherd. 

Car. Be it ſo. 
Pll make that change the teſt of my true paſſion. 
J here diſclaim all royalty. I'II live 
In this ſtill valley, tend thy little flock, 
Sleep with thee in yon cot, and with thee preſs 
This perfum'd bank. 

Arg. O! thou haſt won my heart! 
Away, away with maiden ſhamefac'dneſs ! 
I will confeſs, I love thee. 

Cur. Take then, Heav'n, 
Take back again each trivial good ye gave me! 
Take back ſuperfluous wealth, ſuperfluous grandeur ! 
This, this is all PU keep ; but I will prize it, 
As Monarchs do their crowns ! 

Enter 


E * 4 
Enter OS WALD and EDITHA from the Path behind, 
and ſtand at a diſtance. 
OSWALD. 

Am I awake? 
What! ArxcGenTiLE lock'd in a ruſtic's arms! 

Ed. Patience and filence, Sir; for be aſſur d, 
If he, that was the Minſtrel, be the Prince, 
As you have ſaid the Daniſh Envoy told ye, 
That ſame is he. | 

O/. Say'ſt thou? O bleſt event! 

Arg. Heav'ns, Sir, my uncle! Nay, my Brother too ! 
O all ye ſtars ! Permit me, that I meet them; 
I'Il ſpeedily return. 

Cur. Go, my ſoul's treaſure, 
But make thy abſence ſnort! Peace, peace, my heart, 
Leap not for very rapture thro' my breaſt ! 
Patience, fond flutterer ! Let me mark their meeting, 
See, how my Love falls on that Brother's neck ! 
I envy him his bliſs, tho? he's her Brother. 
And now they hurry both into their cottage. 
Her uncle this way bends. I'll meet him boldly, 
He that has honor in his fair intent 
Can feel no terror from a mortal's frown, 
Of. Who art thou, Foreſter ? | 
| Car; 


11 

Cur. Whate'er I am, 

Deem me no foe to thee and thy fair kindred. 
_ Of: II hope thou art not, yet I needs muſt aſk 

Your buſineſs here, and why your ardent gaze 
Is fixt on yonder cot ? 

Cur. Becauſe that cot 
Contains the deareſt treaſure of my ſoul, 
A Goddeſs in the ſemblance of a maid, 
To whom my love is plighted. Good old man, 
Admit me to her preſence. 

O/.- That I muſt not. 
"Tis her own wiſh, I ſhould detain thee here 
Till ſhe returns. 

Cur. Away, that cannot be! 
Did ever turtle wiſh her mate detain'd——— 

[ 4 flouriſh of trumpets heard. 

/. What ſhout was that? 
Cur. *Tis Denmark's trumpet ſounds ! 
What may this mean ? 

/. O ye propitious ſtars ! 
Cur, I know that flouriſh: tis the note of conqueſt. 
Enter SEWOLD, EDWIN, and SOLDIERS. 

SEWOLD. 
My Prince ! My Pupil ! [ Sewold embracing Curan. 
| Ed, 
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Edw. O my noble father! [Falling at Ofwald"s feet, 
Accept this ſword ſteept in the Tyrant's blood 
Sew. And art thou found at this auſpicious moment ! 

Where is thy Queen, thy ARG8nTI1LE ! 
Cur. Good Sword, 
I pray thee check this ſudden burſt of joy, 
Nor dream of ARGENTILE ; ſhe is not here, 
Nor do I wiſh,—O that my tongue could croud 
A thouſand thouſand thoughts in one ſhort ſentence ! 
Give me the hearing. Thou perchance may'ſt chide ; 
But, know, in this ſweet vale Pve met a maid— 
Nay, interrupt-me not—ſhe was not born 
Indeed of noble kin, and, ſooth to ſay, 
Is but a Shepherd's niece. But what of that? 
Thou know'ſt, my S&worLD, Heav'n's impartial eye 
(I but repeat thy lecture, wiſeſt S wol v) 
Notes no diſtinction in the equal chain, 
That links humanity. Nature, good Herald, 
Marſhals alike the Peaſant and the Prince, 
And gives the ſelf-ame blazbn.” See, ſhe comes 
Mark her, my Swot d, what a modeſt bluſh 
Damaſks her check. Give me thy judgment, friend. 
Is not her rural ſweet ſimplicity 
Beyond all Majeſty ? withal Majeſtic, 
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Or would be ſo, if it were for her purpoſe 
To put on Majeſty, but ſhe diſdains it. . 
Kneel with me, SE WOL, kneel, ye men of Denmark, 
All kneel and hail this heavenly maid your Queen ! 
Enter ARGENTILE and EDITHA Cin a Woman's Dre/;.) 
ARGENTILE. 

Riſe, Prince, thy looks declare thou wilt not ſcorn me, 
Tho' I am ARGENTILE. 

Cur. Mock not my love! 

Arg. I do not, Sir; this act ſhall prove I do not. 
Mark it, I pray. Behold this faithful maid, 
Whom late in man's attire I call'd my brother ! 
Behold this gallant warrior! he, whoſe valour 
So nobly has aveng'd thy country's wrongs, 


To him I give her hand. His fire approves 
The act. See, he devours my ſnowy gift 
With all a lover's rapture! | 
Joining the hands of Editha and Edavin. 
Cur. As I thine!” [ Seizing Argentile's hand. 
Edæu. What words ſhall ſpeak my thanks? Yes Lhave words 
My Queen will think ev'n worth ſo dear a gift. 
Your father lives. 
Arg. My father ! 
O/. AvELBRIGHT | 
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4 Edw. Theſe honor'd hands 


Did lead him from the convent to the caſtle, L 

Arg. And in his perfect health? 

Edw. Of health ſuch ſhare, T 
As his full years allow. Yet ſtrong enough Fa 
To go to-morrow, ſo his prieſt had prompted, A 
And wend him to the woods, a ſolitary- Li 

Arg. OPrince! O Os waLD ! where ſhall my full heart, Fa 
O'erburthen'd with its bleſſings, firſt ſelect (I 
Her theme of praiſe to heav'n. Firſt, my beſt father, T. 
For thy dear life, prolong'd to bleſs my nuptials, I 


I bow my thankful knee! and next, my Prince, 


(Nay kneel thou too) bleſs we the hoſt of ſaints, W 

For that, by means beyond compare myſterious, "He 

1 They ſav'd us from the curſe entail'd on Princes, W 
And gave our hearts that rare felicity Co 

| Of choice in freedom, which they give the Peaſant ! * 

ö ö Cur. They did. They lighted the bright torch of love, Ar 
0 And bade it blaze ere policy could damp Tl 

| | | With its chill touch the fervor of the flame. 
IN Sew. Bleſt pair, how will the ſtory of your loves, Of 
| 4 When born upon the wings of poeſy | Be 


To after ages, call forth envious ſighs 


From all of royal ear that drink the tale Ar 
Car. 
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Cur. True, my beſt 8Sæ wol Do! Now, ſweet AX ENTILE, 
Lets haſten to thy father. Doſt thou Joiter ? 

Arg. Oaly to pay theſe hoſpitable ſhades 
The tribute of my thanks. Farewell, ſweet vale! 
Farewell, ye tranquil ſhades, where love was born, 
And where, did duty not withdraw her ſtep, 
Love {till would wiſh to ſojourn ! yet no long 
Farewell ; for ſoon, in theſe ſame paſtoral weeds, 
If it fo pleaſe the partner of my ſoul 
To join me in the pleaſing pilgrimage) 
I will revifit your dear ſolitudes. 

Cur. Ves, ARGENTILE, yes, ye delicious glades ! 
We'll ſteal a frequent holyday from ſtate, 
Here to repeat in every different haunt 
What paſs'd in this Fxeet valley. Thou ſhalt find me 
Concl'd by yon babbling rill : thy kiſs ſhall wake me; 
hen, feigning ſweet ſurprize, here ſhalt thou fly, 
And here in amorous chaſe will I purſue thee : 
Ihen ſhalt thou yield 

Arg. Yet not till all that tale 
Of tender love, which charm'd of late my ear, 


Be twice told over. 


Cur. Sweet one! fo it ſhall ; 


And ev'ry time with an increaſe of ardor. 


Our 
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| N Our love ſhall be peculiar, as our fate; 

| 5 Time ſhall not pall it, pageantry and ſtate 
3 Quench its firſt fervor. Hither will we fly, 
8 Leaving at court all cares of royalty: 
| Here, ſhelter'd in our ivy-mantled neſt, 

Spite of that royalty, we ail be bleſt. 


LExeunt Oimnes. 


FINIS. 


